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You finally landed that trophy 
fish, brought home that new 
pedigreed puppy, or got a good 
deal on that long-awaited car. 
Beware friend, there's always 
someone around who delights in 
deflating your ego with a better 
tale of his own. There's no way 
an honest man can win. 

Some folks seem blessed with the 
best of everything. Their self-professed 
fortune dooms others, like you and I, to 
an "also ran" existence where life peaks 
the day before we arrive. 

You know the ones I'm thinking of. 
Bring home a new economy car after 
months of reviewing the latest 
automotive magazines and the fancy 
wagon they bought on impulse 
yesterday is sure to get as good mileage. 
You can bet on hearing every detail of 
the super deal they got on it too. 

The most highly skilled in such 
one-upmanship usually allow their 
victim a fleeting moment of attention for 
that once-in-a-lifetime accomplishment, 
before deftly deflating the triumph with 
a "yesterday" tale of their own. They'll 
admire the trophy largemouth you just 
paid 50 bucks to have mounted, then let 
you know they had a bigger one on "just 
yesterday." 

While you scoop up the mess your 
new puppy made on the rug, they 
chuckle understanding^ and remember 
"Old Toby." "He would always scratch 
three times at the door—even as a pup. 
Guess it's all in the breeding. You just 
can't find dogs like we had yesterday." 

It matters not where or when you go, 
or for what reason. There's always some 
clown around to shake his head in mock 
consolation before proceeding to 
volunteer gleefully that you should have 
been there yesterday. 

The fish always bit better or were 
bigger. The weather was just perfect. 

Ducks flew lower, 
decoyed 

quicker, and "you wouldn't believe the 
numbers of fat greenheads in those 
flights."The wildflowers always bloomed 
more profusely and fall leaves were at 
their peak—yesterday. 

Do you really think the clerk in men's 
clothing is doing you a favor by 
announcing, "We had these on sale 
yesterday," as she rings up your shorts? 
A few of these can turn a boom morning 
into a bust day and send yourself image 
crashing into the basement of total 
incompetency. Only 12 cases of soap 
and an all-day shower could revive your 
spirit. 

You feel anger, curse yourself for a 
total incompetent and vow to shape up, 
knowing you're doomed before what 
might have been yesterday. Take hope, 
friend. There is one action through 
which your confidence may be 
redeemed. 

Last year I schemed and planned to 
get onto a bed of fat bluegills. Office 
work and peeling paint on the house 
had delayed my fishing while so-called 
friends returned from the lakes with 
tales of full stringers. Bearing the barbs 
of their ridicule, I set out, determined to 
repair my ravaged pride. 

A first day around the lily pads 
brought only a panful of small bream. I 
was relieved that no one else seemed to 
be bringing in many fish. Then a jon 
boat and motor, much like my own, 
nosed up to the landing. Its owner 
quietly transferred one nice bluegill after 
another from livewell to ice box. 

Strolling over as casually as my green 
heart would permit, I offered him a cool 
can and proceeded to admire his catch. 

In what I assumed was pity 
on my drooping stance and 

blank gaze, he fished from 
his pocket a plastic lure that 
resembled a spider. "Cajun Fly," 

he advised in a guarded manner. 
"Got it from the tackle shop up 

there. Work it around the pads 
tomorrow. They can't stand it." 

First light caught me thus armed, 
but still skeptical, with the silly fly 

tied to my line. Three casts produced 
two hefty bluegills. My fourth cast 
was met by a bulldoggish largemouth 
that made for the pad stems, taking 
my newfound miracle lure with him. 

I gunned the boat across the cove 
and all but ran up the hill to the 

tackle shop. Once inside, I did my best 
to amble calmly to the register. 

"Whatcha need, buddy?" the 
bristle-chinned manager inquired. I 
reached for my wallet. 

"Cajun Fly," I replied in a low voice so 
the anglers around the coffee machine 
wouldn't hear. "Gimme four packs." 

"Sorry, bub, I'm fresh out of 'em. And 
so, I'd guess, is every landing around 
here. Haven't made any new ones in 
over a year." 

Slack-jawed, hand still fumbling at my 
wallet, I envisioned my hoped-for 
catch shrink to goldfish size. 

"Fella come by here las' evenin'," the 
operator continued. "Had a rig almost 
like yours and just about th' purttiest 
box of bream I ever seen. Bought th' last 
card of them flies I had. Yessir, sold out 
of 'em yesterday." 

Disbelief gave way to anger, followed 
by a hollow feeling in my gut. Stumbling 
from the shop, I walked mindlessly back 
to my boat and was halfway across the 
cove before it came to me. That Son of 
Satan had thought out my every move 
before he'd handed me the fly. I had 
been set up and bested by a mastermind 
of "Yesterdays." 

The rest of that day was spent 
doggedly casting to every lily pad bank 
within a mile of the landing. That 
evening, I pulled the boat out and began 
icing down my catch. The bluegills 
amassed by sheer determination so 
amazed me that I failed to notice the 
man beside me until he spoke. 

"Quite a mess of fish you've got 
there," the stranger said, motioning for 
several others to join him. 

"Yeah, I did better than I'd expected," 
I stoically replied. 

"Heard a really good string came out 
of here yesterday," one of the group 
began. 

A cold stillness claimed my heart. I 
smiled. "I know. You should have seen 
my ice chest yesterday!" An awed 
murmer came from the group. 

Without another word, I climbed in 
the truck and left. It's the only way I've 
found to best a "Yesterday." 

by John Davis 

Biosphere 
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DinosauR 
Of The Backwaters 

by Melissa Langston 
Like some sluggish monster from our past, the 

alligator glides into our still waters. Once on the way 
to extinction for the value of his hide, research and 

protection are slowly restoring his number and 
solving the riddles of his secretive existence. 

It's the twilight of the Mesozoic Era, some hundred million years ago. 
The dawn of man is still millions of years in the future, and gargantuan 
reptiles are the bold masters of the earth, the waters and the skies. It's a 
strange place, with vast stretches of deep green land and dark marshes 
spanning off to the south and north into the Arctic regions. It's monoton
ously green with huge ferns because the angiosperms (flowering plants) 
have yet to be born. 

Along the edges of a marsh, ferns hang thick and heavy. Tiny reptiles no 
larger than sparrows fly among them. In the water a dark form more than 
50 feet long swims with raised eyes and long snout on the rippling surface. 
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Modern man will call this monster Deinosuchus hatcheri, and dig its 
bones from a place he calls Wyoming, and declare it an ancestor of the 
alligator of the Western Hemisphere. 

Much of the history of this evolution is lost to us, because few fossils 
have been preserved in the Southeast, where many of the crucial changes 
seem to have taken place. The American alligator, or Alligator 
mississippiensis, probably evolved into its present form during the 
Pliocene Period, from 1 million to13 million years ago, the last phase of the 
reign of the great reptiles which dominated the earth for130 million years. 

Today these creatures may be dubbed the oldest denizens of South 
Carolina. The alligator's ancestors settled in the Southeast millennia ago, 
and they still live in the marshes, streams, river edges and brackish waters 
stretching from the state's fall line to the coast, much as their prehistoric 
ancestors did. 

In the early seventies, some biologists doubted alligators would survive 
long enough for man to learn the answers to all the gator's mysteries, but 
protective laws prohibiting hunting and outlawing interstate traffic in 
hides have gradually turned around the decline in population. In fact, the 
population has grown to the point that there is now a legal gator season in 
Louisiana and alligator meat is served in Florida and Louisiana. 

While much is being learned about alligators, a great deal remains 
unknown. There are two parts to the problem—the need for actual 
biological study of an animal that prefers to avoid people and the work to 
dispel unproved ideas and myths. 

Although alligators and people occasionally have face-to-face encoun
ters in South Carolina, these prehistoric neighbors usually prefer solitude. 
They are so reclusive it's difficult to estimate the population in the state. 

Tom Murphy, a wildlife biologist with the South Carolina Wildlife and 
Marine Resources Department, explains that areas suitable for alligators 
are being located and studied, and efforts are now underway to construct 
some reasonable population estimates for the present and future. The 
young are particularly hard to count, he points out, because of their small 
size and because their mortality rate is high. 

Usually, alligators leave rather than confront humans, but encounters 
do occur and, on rare occasions, people have been bitten or attacked. 
Theories on the causes of attacks have varied. Centuries ago, alligators 
were considered savage monsters that would devour any man or beast in 
reach, but by 30 years ago, when their population was declining, it was 
generally believed that alligators would only attack when provoked. 

Newer studies, however, don't support this theory. Tommy Hines and 
Kent Keenlyne of the Florida Game and Fresh Water Fish Commission 
made an in-depth study of 22 reported attacks in that state from 1948 to 
1975. In three of the incidents, the gators were definitely provoked. In 
anotherthree, the circumstances were unclear, but the remaining 16 were 
all unprovoked attacks. Most occurred during the summer in the late 
afternoon. Most victims were youngsters between 9 and 16 years old who 
were standing in the water or swimming. Only one victim actually saw the 
gator before being bitten; a companion yelled to him and pointed it out. 

Hines and Keenlyne concluded that alligators which have regular con
tact with humans are the ones which attack people, and they suggest this 
may be a combination of factors, including a boldness on the part of the 
alligators and ignorance on the part of the people who don't realize the 
animal can be dangerous. Some people increase the animal's boldness by 
feeding it. 

While it's best to avoid contact with an alligator, the big reptiles them
selves usually crawl away when they chance upon a human being. Unfor
tunately, our manners are not as good. Murphy says the gator population 
in South Carolina is slowly growing under protective laws, but the ancient 
natives of the low counties will only survive if poaching and potshooting 
are controlled. 

Travelers in earlier centuries were fond of writing fanciful tales about 
their adventures in the New World, and alligator attacks were a popular 
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subject. Renowned naturalist William Bartram claimed several alligators 
roared at him and belched smoke. Hines and Keenlyne concede from 
their study that Bartram may have actually been chased by some particu
larly aggressive alligators, but the rest may have just grown out of the terror 
of the moment. Unfortunately, bits and pieces of these stories have crept 
down through the years and still have some influence on people. Perhaps 
today's potshooters who pointlessly kill alligators and leave their carcasses 
to rot somehow believe they, too, have slain a primal dragon that might 
have roared and belched smoke—if it hadn't been quietly basking in the 
shallows. 

Alligators hibernate from approximately mid-November to mid-March. 
The condition is not true hibernation, Murphy explains, but a semi-
dormant state caused by the reptile's body temperature, which lowers as 
the cooler weather comes. "Hibernating" alligators can and do react if 
sufficiently disturbed even in the winter, so cool weather observers should 
not be too bold, even when the alligator appears dormant. 

Alligators use several different hibernation sites. During the active sea
son, large alligators wallow in marshes or ponds until they have created an 
underwater hole, which they use year-round. River-dwellers may similarly 
scrape out an area beneath an overhanging bank. Some dig horizontal 
burrows scarcely wider than the occupant for hibernation only. Others dig 
holes straight down at the base of high banks, and these are used all year. 
Still other alligators have been seen hibernating in their natural habitat 
without a hole or burrow. 

In March the big reptiles come out and bask to raise their body tempera
tures. Since they are cold blooded, they have to go to the sun for warmth 
or to water or shade for cooling. While the water temperature is below 68 
degrees Fahrenheit, the gators may be out, but still relatively inactive, 
Murphy says. When the water is 68 to 77 degrees Fahrenheit, they begin 
feeding, and when the temperature goes higher, they are fully active. 

Like most creatures, in springtime a mature alligator's fancy turns to 
the opposite sex. Two researchers with the Louisiana Wildlife and Fisheries 
Commission, Ted Joanen and Larry McNease, learned that the females can 
be very choosy. They studied gators in quarter-acre pens designed to 
simulate the natural environment, and found the females would not 
accept just any male. In fact, one female killed two large bulls before 
accepting the third suitor placed in her pen. 

Alligators bellow most during courtship, and they are most prone 
toward active movement, swimming and fighting during this time. The 
Louisiana researchers found that during courtship, most pairs swam 
around vigorously and the bulls would frequently bite the surface of the 
water and bellow. Bulls were also seen swimming alongside their mates, 
stroking the females' sides with their feet or rubbing their heads together 
The females would lead the way into deep water, where copulation took 
place. 
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Nesting begins in early June when females move to remote areas to 
build nests, usually 10 to 15 feet from water's edge. A female builds her nest 
by scraping sideways with her body, pushing dirt, humus and vegetation 
into a pile. In a five-year study completed in 1975, state wildlife biologist 
Mark Bara found nests averaged around 19.5 inches high, with width about 
5.5 to 6 feet. The number of eggs in each nest ranged from 22 to 53, with an 
average clutch size of 42 eggs. The female digs a hole in the top of the 
mound and lays her eggs in it. Then, she covers them and guards the nest. 

Most South Carolina broods hatch in September. The mother usually 
opens the nest and the young go to the nearest water hole. They may 
remain with her, particularly if the nearby water surrounds her hole, but 
she does not tend or feed them. 

Although adult females may be tolerant of the young, bulls have been 
known to eat them. There is little food competition among alligators of 
different sizes, because hatchlings begin feeding on insects and go for 
larger prey as they grow. When slightly larger, they may hunt for crayfish 
and frogs. Adults eat mostly turtles, aquatic snakes and fish. Adults also 
take birds and small mammals that come within reach, and the largest 
ones have made a meal of pets that came too close. 

Hatchlings are about eight inches long. Their coloring is often strikingly 
different from the dull shades of the adults, whose coloration is affected 
by the water color of their habitat. Those just hatched are distinctly striped 
black and off-white. Within a day or two, the white is obviously turning 
yellow, and by the end of a week the stripes are black and yellow. This 
coloring apparently helps camouflage the very young from other pre
dators, including such birds as the great blue heron. 

Young gators grunt a good bit, and scientists are uncertain why they do 
this. But they also have a juvenile distress call, a shrill noise that can get 
strong results. 

When male or female is approximately four feet long, it stops giving 
juvenile grunts and distress calls and begins bellowing. Far from the 
"roaring" of old stories, the bellow is a single, vibratory tone, repeated 
mechanically five to eight times. The only other noise an adult makes is an 
open-mouthed hissing when severely threatened or badly injured. 

Alligators grow only four to six inches ayear in South Carolina; whereas 
in Florida and Louisiana their length increases 10 inches to a foot per year. 
Differences in richness of diet and length of active season may cause this. 
Since sexual maturity in alligators comes more with size than age, South 
Carolina gators have to survive longer before they can reproduce. This is 
believed to be one reason why the gator population is expanding slowly 
here and booming in Louisiana. 

Males and females grow rapidly in their first 10 years. After that point, 
females grow very little, and male growth slows markedly. General 
maximums for American alligators are 10 feet for females and 18 feet for 
males, but Murphy says in South Carolina females are generally 8.5 feet 
and males 11 feet. It's rare to find a female more than nine feet long or a bull 
more than 12. 

Alligators regenerate teeth throughout their lives, but as they grow old, 
this process stops and they get sluggish. Females apparently don't live past 
30, and males seem to die before 50. These are long lifespans, and few 
alligators reach them. As humans move into marshes, draining the rich 
waters to make way for construction and poaching for hides or simply to 
kill, the alligator's chance for a full lifespan dwindles. 

In the fading light of evening, watching an alligator slide into the water 
and swim almost hidden in the plants, it's easy to imagine the darkening 
shades of trees and Spanish moss are huge, bending ferns, and the bats 
are tiny, flying reptiles. The alligator seems longer and bigger and appro
priate in this setting, and his bellows echo down through millions of years. 

A free-lance writer from Columbia, Melissa Langston is executive director 
of the American Civil Liberties Union of South Carolina and a member of 
Audubon. 
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Hunting's Future 
Lies With Our\buth 

and the Sportsman 
by Dr. Jacqueline E. Jacobs 

Dr. Jacobs has served as executive director of the South Carolina Wildlife 
Federation since 1974, when this volunteer organization first opened its office. 

Her experience as a teacher, biologist and civic leader have contributed to 
conservation efforts and sportsmen's interests across South Carolina. 

As a result of the South Carolina Wildlife 
Federation's poetry/essay contests held in 
South Carolina schools in conjunction with 
National Wildlife Week each year, it has be
come increasingly apparent that the younger 
generation has generally categorized the 
hunter as the "bad guy." This should be 
alarming to the sportsman. 

When one analyzes hunting in our state, 
several facts become evident. Hunting has 
been a tradition for 300 years, and most na
tive South Carolinians have grown up with 
hunting. As a small child, I can remember 
having rabbit or squirrel for breakfast, my 
grandfather having gone to the woods at 
daybreak to provide for this meal. But then I 
also accepted as necessity the killing of a 
chicken or hog from that farmyard as a means 
of placing meat on the table as well. 

Our children today rarely equate ground 
beef for hamburger as an end product of a 
slaughtered animal. This generation is far 
removed from the reality of killing an animal 
for meat, having been influenced by the Dis
ney syndrome of animal versus man. Eating 
meat and understanding that their breakfast 
bacon was once on the hoof and had to be 
killed are two separate ideas. 

Our young people write that they do not 
believe our hunters are sportsmanlike. Just 
where do your duties as a sportsman begin 
and end? Do you always stay within the bag 
limits, or is it a game to outwit the conserva
tion officer whose duty it is to enforce any 
laws so game will remain abundant? Do you 
drink while hunting even though you're 
aware this not only distorts your depth per
ception, accuracy and reaction time to the 
animal, but also poses an enormous threat to 
both your own safety and that of other hu
mans? How about hunting too late and being 
unable to retrieve a wounded animal? 

Only you can decide what constitutes 
good sportsmanship and hunter ethics, but 
you should also realize there are many anti-

hunters out there, and irresponsible behav
ior is ammunition for their case against hunt
ing. The future of hunting is dependent upon 
you and your buddies in the field. 

Another fact becomes apparent from what 
our young people tell us. The "slob hunter" 
who is guilty of much of the above is also 
undisciplined regarding the use of land. Fre
quently that land has been leased to the state 
for public hunting by a private owner who 
reaps a harvest of broken bottles and beer 
cans, damaged fences and gates left open so 
that livestock strays. He is j ustifiably outraged 
and often withdraws his land from the game 
management program. It happens too often. 

I can't think of a more delectable breakfast 
than quail or dove on toast. It has long been a 
favorite at our house, provided by my hus
band and now our son, both of whom enjoy 
hunting. They are not always successful in 
bringing home birds, but the day is always a 
special event because they have been to
gether enjoying our state's spectacular out-
of-doors. Every now and then I go along to 
share this pleasure with them. 

This shared enjoyment of nature is the real 
object of the trip, with bringing home the 
birds a secondary gain. It is difficult to de
scribe to an anti-hunter or to those never 
having had this opportunity or experience. 
Therein, I believe, lies a major part of the 
problem. Hunting is not passed along from 
generation to generation to the majority of 
our young people with the courtesy, sensitiv
ity and just common good sense that a son, 
daughter or friend can learn by being with a 
real sportsman. 

Our human population will increase in the 
future as will the numbers of hunters. Our 
natural resources and the habitat that game 
and non-game species require for survival 
will diminish as our human population 
grows. As sportsmen, some hard decisions 
must be made—and soon—regarding our 
actions as hunters and our obligations to 

those who take to the woods lacking the true 
sporting ethics necessary in the field. The 
hunter must not only clean up his act, but 
encourage the understanding of youth and 
the non-hunter regarding the role of the 
sportsman in wildlife management. 

Additionally, he should work to make 
others aware of the amount of money he 
pays each year for the privilege of hunting 
and fishing. The sale of South Carolina hunt
ing and fishing licenses in 1978-1979 
amounted to $4 million. 

Hunter education classes are offered in 
many schools and other places throughout 
our state. Why not join your youngster and 
learn together? The day may not be too dis
tant when such courses will be mandatory in 
South Carolina as they are now in other 
states. Our sportsman today does not enjoy 
the image he has had in the past, so he must 
work hard to improve this image. Be your 
brother's keeper in the field; it may save a 
life, as well as the sport. 

The sportsman should feel an obligation to 
discuss hunting with the non-hunters who 
make up the greatest percentage of our 
population. A sensitivity to those categorized 
as anti-hunters might also be of value! 

In addition to individual sportsmen, our 
wildlife department should be concentrating 
greater educational efforts toward the youth 
in this state. Many natural resource agencies 
across the nation have recognized this need 
and developed splendid educational mate
rials to inform both teachers and students 
about natural resources, game management 
information and the role of the sportsman. 
This effort takes money, however. 

Only through the enlightening of our 
youth by natural resource experts, in collab
oration with professional educators, can we 
expect to make a case for the true sportsman 
in South Carolina. The individual sportsman, 
by his example, will play an important part in 
this process. 

A forum for readers interested 
in wildlife issues, Viewpoint does not 

necessarily reflect the opinion of the South 
Carolina Wildlife and Marine Resources Department. Viewpoint 
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BIG-GAME 
FISHING'S 
GREATEST 
FEAT 
BY DONALD MILLUS 

Line 
whipped off the 

heavy saltwater reel 
as the huge but unseen 

fish surged away from the pier. 
What happened next was witnessed 

not only by the shark fishermen, but also by 
tourists on the pier and bathers far off on the beach. Out of 
the water rolled 2,000 pounds of tiger shark, trying to throw 
the steel hook that held it. For the second day in a row, Walter 
Maxwell had hooked the biggest shark of his life and a 
world's record. 

During the second weekend of June in 1964, Maxwell 
achieved one of the great feats of modern big-game angling. 
Fishing from the Cherry Grove Pier on the upper part of the 
South Carolina coast just south of Little River Inlet, he 
brought to gaff not one, but two world-record tiger 
sharks—the first sharks he had ever caught. 

The world of big-game fishing is not for everyone. Tackle 
costing thousands and boats costing $50,000 or more prowl 
the Caribbean, the coast of South America and the waters off 
the Australian coast for record-sized fish that will test angler, 
tackle, boat and crew. 

Talk of record shark fishing usually 
centers around Australia. Yet the 
world's record tiger shark was 
taken in 1964 from a South 
Carolina pier. And here, for the 
first time, is the account of that 
feat. 

Maxwell's International Game Fish Association (IGFA) 
all-tackle record is the only all-tackle record held for a fish 
caught off South Carolina. That he did it without the 
advantage of a boat and fighting chair to help tire the fish is a 
tribute to his determination. His quest for the world record 
was deliberate. . .well-planned, well-equipped and aided by 
a touch of luck. 

Shark fishing had become a regular event for Maxwell and 
his friends in 1964. Every weekend in late spring and 
summer they would gather at the Cherry Grove Pier to fish 
for sharks and socialize. Maxwell had been going about this 
sport very seriously for a year. For many years before that he 
had been driving down from North Carolina to fish from the 
piers. "I had seen people shark fishing in all kinds of ways 
. . . I met Jim Michie of Columbia, who knew a lot about it, 
and that got me started. You first have to want to do it. It's 
pretty expensive." 

Maxwell's expenditures had included over 100 uninflated 
dollars for a left-handed 16/0 Penn Senator reel and a 
39-thread Shakespeare fiberglass rod with Mildrum guides 
custom-designed and built for shark fishing by Michie. 
(Michie would be the gaff man on the world record fish.) 
About 1,400 yards of Ashaway Dacron line testing 130 
pounds went on the big reel. The sand color of the line and 
its large diameter made it ideal, according to Maxwell, for 
big-shark angling. 

He and his shark fishing companions stayed out on the 
pier Fridays through Sundays, day and night, in fair and foul 
weather, fishing and napping at times, but always with an 
ear out for the sound of a big shark pulling line against the 
click and drag of the big-game reels. On that warm weekend 
in June 14 years ago, their shark vigil on the Cherry Grove 
Pier had begun on a Friday night. A sleeping bag at the end 
of the pier provided his overnight accommodations. "You 
would put your bait out and stay with it." 

His bait was a skate, an unhandsome bottom fish that has 
"wings" and a whiplike tail. The skate was rigged on double 
hooks, size 14/0, needle-eyed, forged of Norwegian steel. 
About 30 feet of twisted steel leader was attached to the 
swivel at the end of his 130-pound-test line. No float was 
used, for the bait was allowed to settle to the bottom. 

Shortly after sunrise on Saturday, the beach began to fill 
with sunbathers. Bill Smith, a friend from Columbia, came 
by and offered to take the baits out in a small boat to deep 
water. At the end of the pier, the clear water with the lines 
bending into it kept the attention of the shark anglers. As the 
morning wore on, an occasional smaller shark would nose at 
a big bait, but little else disturbed the quiet of the day. In the 
afternoon, rain fell and the sea became rough. After a late 
lunch, some of the anglers dozed, but just after two o'clock, a 
reel burst into its rapid-fire click as a bait was pulled out to 
sea in the jaws of a large fish. Maxwell picked up his heavy 
rod and reel and just held on. Setting the butt of the rod in a 
belly plate of a fighting harness strapped around his waist, 
he leaned into the first shark he had ever hooked. "I let him 
run several hundred yards. That Saturday shark was strong, 
steady, unconcerned." 

So unconcerned was the fish, almost unaware that the 
pressure on its jaws from hook and leader was a threat, that 
Maxwell had the tiger shark to the pier in about an hour, an 
incredible time. Most big game anglers can count on a 
skipper to back his boat down on a fish while the angler reels 
in the line, but Maxwell relied on his strength and skill. 
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Then 34 years old, Maxwell was strong, a bricklayer who is 
still in the masonry business today. "I had always been an 
outdoorsman. Handling heavy weights was an asset to me, 
but anyone in good physical shape who knows how to use 
his equipment could get a big shark." Aside from rod, reel, 
line, leader and hooks, the most important piece of 
equipment was his harness, hand-crafted by M. C. Meetze 
of Columbia. With the rod butt settled snugly in the harness 
and socket of the belly plate, the pressure from the rod was 
evenly distributed over the angler's lower body. His 
muscular arms were left free to pump the rod and reel. 

But he had brought in the fish too quickly. He didn't tire it 
enough. The shark was up to the pier. Michie reached down 
with his long-handled fiberglass gaff and set the heavy steel 
hook. "None of us realized how big that fish really was," 
Michie remembers. "When I leaned over the rail to set the 
gaff, I thought, 'My God, I'll never be able to hold this fish.' 
The thing looked like a cow wallowing in the heavy swells. It 
seemed about 18 feet in length and must have gone at least 
2,500 pounds. I hollered for someone to help me, but since I 
was leaning over the pier, I guess none of them could hear." 

Michie was pulled tight against the pier railing as the fish 
continued to thrash in the swells. Then the hooks pulled free 
from the shark and Michie was left holding the fish with the 
gaff. No human being could hold such a monster with its 
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strength unspent. With the fall of a wave, the gaff was pulled 
from his hands and the tiger was free—swimming out to sea 
with the gaff still in its mouth. 

Evening, then night, came upon the pier. The crowd of 
curious tourists that had gathered to watch the battle of man 
and shark had long since drifted away. The night brought 
rain squalls and heavy seas, but Sunday morning dawned 
fair. Shortly before noon, several fresh skates were caught 
and Bill Smith again rowed them out 200 yards off the pier. 
About 11 a.m. Michie landed an 11-foot dusky shark, but the 
only other actions of the morning were a few short runs 
made as sandbar sharks picked up the baits only to drop 
them again. 

"It must have been around two in the afternoon that it all 
happened. Nick Laney had just hooked one. It was a big 
tiger about 11 feet.. .we could see the stripes clearly as the 
fish came by the pier the first time." 

Laney had a smaller reel, a Penn Senator 9/0, big enough 
for most billfish, but only medium artillery in a battle against 
a shark weighing over half a ton. "His shark was going 
where it wanted to go. He had that 9/0 reel packed full of 
50-pound-test monofilament line and he had 150 yards of 
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130-pound-test line at the front tied to his leader. But that fish 
would take that heavier line out again and again." 

"I was under the pier with the beached dusky when 
Nicky's shark bit," Michie says. "After scrambling back onto 
the pier and seeing his fish, we knew he couldn't bring the 
fish to gaff from the pier. His light equipment carried no 
heavy leader to hold the fish while we gaffed it." 

Since a rampaging shark can tangle 30 or 40 lines with a 
single run, both pier operators and party boat skippers 
frown on anyone trying to catch a big shark. On the piers 
along the Grand Strand, shark fishing has now been banned. 

As Maxwell watched Laney's shark going back and forth, 
left and right and out, something hit his own bait. The click 
had been on and the reel was in gear, the drag set at about 30 
pounds, pretty stiff by his own admission. "When he hit it, 
the shark just went out on a straight line. This was a stronger 
and far more vicious run than the one I had on Saturday." 

The splashing sound that followed the one-ton tiger's first 
leap shocked both shark anglers and spectators. Then 
Maxwell's line went limp. "When that fish jumped, it was 
about 150 yards out. Just about the same time, it seemed like 
a herd of sharks had hit at other baits and broken some 
lines." 

Maxwell's line was soon smoking out again. He had set his 
rod against his belly plate and threw the reel into the "lock" 
position—immediately he was jerked to the pier deck. 
Loosening the drag, Maxwell stumbled to his feet, settled 
himself on a high fisherman's bench and braced his feet 
against the pier rail as the giant tiger shark again rolled out of 
the water, this time some 500 feet from the pier. "There was a 
tremendous crashing sound, not like a king mackerel or even 
a sailfish," the angler recalls. 

Laney's and Maxwell's sharks ran back and forth in the 
clear water and there was concern that the two fish might 
tangle and break off. The group had decided that Laney's 
only chance lay in bringing his fish into the beach, well away 
from the pier. 

"When Walter's fish made a long run to the north and 
Nicky's went south, Nicky ran toward the beach and jumped 
from the pier," Michie says. "The last time I saw him with 
the fish still on, he was running down the beach with about 
40 people behind him." 

Laney's tiger was later lost as it charged back under the 
pier and broke off on the pilings. 

"A lot of people were coming out on the pier," Maxwell 
says. "Nicky and his shark had already drawn a lot of 
people." Maxwell's friends tried to keep the crowd at a 
distance by roping off the end of the pier to give their 
companion room to breathe and fight. No one touched 
Maxwell's rod or reel, for he was out to set a world record 
according to the strict rules for big game anglers set by the 
IGFA. They knew the rules and had discussed them. He was 
fishing to catch a world record shark. 

"The ocean water was clear and you could see the darker 
stripes against the gray of its body," Maxwell remembers. 
"The stripes are not as distinct as on a smaller fish, but they 
were there. The blunt nose was unmistakable, too. We were 
sure it was a tiger." 

After the second jump the fish put its head down and ran 
northeast, pulling almost all the line out. Maxwell struggled 
to slow its run, Michie poured Coke bottles of water onto the 
overheated reel drag. The shark was over three-quarters of a 
mile from the pier when Maxwell finally succeeded in 

To Catch A Shark 
In State Waters 

| 
The average shark caught along the South Carolina 

coast is less than three feet long and weighs just a few 
pounds or so. This is not to say that big sharks are not 
hooked, but really big sharks are the exception rather than 
the rule just off the beaches. It should also be noted that 
sharks on this part of the Atlantic Coast have no interest 
in bathers. But the fisherman who wants to catch a shark 
should have little trouble doing so from May until the end 
of the summer. 

Shark fishing is banned from the piers and many 
coastal communities ban shark fishing in the surf. Check 
with local officials before running out a big-game outfit 
for shark. A small boat may be used to run a bait out into 
deeper water. Any of our coastal islands or barrier beaches 
should produce big sharks for this type of angling. 

Unless a shark is of trophy size or will certainly be used 
for food, it should be released alive. Better still, an 
experienced crew can tag a shark with a tagging stick. 

Information on shark tagging is available from Dr. John 
Casey, Northeast Fisheries Center, National Marine 
Fisheries Service, RR7, South Ferry Road, Narragansett, 
Rhode Island, 02882. An excellent film on shark tagging is 
available free from Mako Marine Inc., 4355 Northwest 
128th Street, Miami, Horida, 33054. (Give alternate dates.) 
This film is available to schools and clubs. 

Shark attacks on bathers are extremely rare along the 
coast of the Carolinas and Georgia. There has been no 
documented case of an injury caused by a shark to a 
bather or surfcaster in South Carolina since the one in the 
early 1970s, according to a spokesman for the South 
Carolina Department of Wildlife and Marine Resources. 
Another incident was reported in the early 1960s. Both 
attacks resulted in minor foot or leg cuts and both took 
place in the surf of coastal islands. 

Below is a list of marinas or charter boats that fish for 
shark: 
—J. B. Orr, Inlet Port Marina, Murrells Inlet; (803) 
651-3900. 
—Larry Long, "Black Fish" charter boat, Little River; (803) 
249-1379. 
—Captain Alex's Marina, Murrells Inlet; (803) 651-2217. 
—Captain Dick's Marina, Murrells Inlet; (803) 651-2125. 
—Captain Jeff Conrad, "Our Pleasure" charter boat, 
Charleston; (803) 588-9478 or 577-9570. 
—Waring W. Hills, in care of Isle of Palms Marina, 41st 
Avenue; (803) 886-8642. 
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bringing the fish to a gradual stop. He held it still for 30 
seconds, the angler straining arms, shoulders and back, with 
his feet braced against the rail, the shark sitting near the 
bottom, with a huge steel hook set in its lip just outside the 
teeth. 

And that was the greatest piece of luck in setting the 
record, for if the wire leader had been inside the fish's jaw 
with the bait swallowed, the shark would have clamped 
down with its notched teeth and chewed through even the 
heavy wire. With one hook apparently bitten off, the hook 
left attached to the leader was luckily set in the lip well 
outside the rows of teeth—teeth more powerful than metal 
cutters. 

The shark made another fast and powerful run to the 
southeast, but again luck was with the angler. The tiger ran 
back toward the pier, rather than surging off against the few 
hundred feet of line still on his reel. As the fish ran, the line 
went slack again and Maxwell had to reel as fast as humanly 
possible to gather up the slack line. The fish finally stopped 
its charge near the pier, but only for a few seconds. Again it 
ran out into the ocean and again the line on the spool 
dwindled from seven inches in diameter to that of a 50-cent 
piece. Once more the fish came charging in, turned, and 
headed for the ocean. Each time Maxwell raced to crank the 
line up only to see it streak from the spool again even as he 
tightened the drag. Three times the shark leaped completely 
clear of the water, and twice it splashed only its upper body 
free. 

"The fourth and fifth runs took the line down to the 
diameter of a silver dollar. It was about four o'clock by now 
and the fish kept running to the northeast, as far out as it 
could go." 

Youth on Cherry Grove beach surrounded the 13-foot shark 
and an exhausted Maxwell, who was still clutching his 
39-thread fiberglass rod and 16/0 reel. The 80-degree 
temperature that day probably took 10 percent of the shark's 
weight, registered the next day at 1,780 pounds. 

When an angler hooks a big fish from a boat, he can 
sometimes set the hook and let the fish pull the boat as well 
as struggle against the weight of the line. But Maxwell just 
sat there on the hard wooden bench. Even with the leverage 
of a big-game reel, his arms were feeling the effect of turning 
the reel handle thousands of times. His friends continued to 
pour water on the hot reel. 

Throughout the long afternoon the fish made some 30 runs 
and it was clear that the tiger shark was beginning to tire. 
"He was near the pier several times and once came up 
staring at us as if he was looking the situation over. He was 
sizing us up. But we had gaffed a green fish the day before 
and we realized our mistake. We had attached a rope to the 
gaff hook." 

It was about half-tide when the shark was brought toward 
the pier for the last time. Maxwell had been fighting it for 
four and a half hours. He strained against the weight of the 
powerful fish and his own heavy tackle. By now he could see 
where the shark was hooked, and he took advantage of the 
location of the steel hook to force its huge mouth open. 

"A big fish like that gaffed in the dorsal area or in the body 
would tear loose from the gaff." Michie took his time and 
thrust the gaff hook inside the jaws. He pulled and the hook 
of the gaff set with the shark's jaw structure inside its curve. 
This time Michie had all the help he needed. 

The new threat the shark felt brought its primitive forces 
into play again. The tiger tried to rim. The pole pulled out of 
the gaff, and Maxwell's companions pulled tight on a 
one-inch thick rope. "They had seen their mistake before," 
Maxwell says. "Once that shark was gaffed, he was caught. 
Jim waded out beneath the pier and put a head and tail rope 
on him and we dragged him into shore." 

It was after six o'clock then. Jim Michie was the first to say 
it: "There's no doubt, that's a record." 

A wrecker was called to get the fish up on a flatbed truck. 
Bushels of shrimp and what seemed like barrels of seawater 
and half-digested food were spewed up from the maw of the 
shark. Already the fish was beginning to lose weight. The 
company of shark anglers had to truck the fish to a scale big 
enough to weigh it. 

It was not until nine o'clock the next morning that the fish 
was weighed on the government-certified truck scale at 
Ford's Fuel Service in Loris. The temperature had been up in 
the 80s late Sunday afternoon and dehydration overnight 
probably took at least 10 percent of the shark's weight. Even 
so, notary public Jessie Ruth Graham attested to a weight of 
1,780 pounds for the tiger shark, with a girth of 103 inches 
and a length of 13 feet, 10.5 inches. 

Maxwell's fish was 350 pounds over the previous IGFA 
all-tackle record! He had fought a tiger shark weighing over a 
ton. Moreover, he had done it as few, if any, big-game 
fishermen ever had, on a pier. 

At age 50, Maxwell still fishes for spot and spottail bass 
| (red drum). But if he had a pier for a day and a few of his 

K3 forrner companions for help, it would not be surprising to see 
c him trying to hook into another world-record tiger shark. 
I Editor's Note: Two years later Walter Maxwell set the North 

Carolina record for a tiger shark. This time the fish was small, at 
least by comparison, a mere 1,150 pounds, but again it was taken 
from a pier. Donald Millus occasionally fishes for sharks in the 
waters off Murrells Inlet, not far from Coastal Carolina College, 
where he teaches writing and literature. His most recent fishing 
book is "A Contemplative Fishing Guide to the Grand Strand." 
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Selecting a fishing rod used to be as 
simple as whipping a cane pole for 
flexibility and balance. Today's anglers 
are bombarded by a variety of rod 
types developed from aerospace 
technology. Manufacturers are still 
searching for that perfect material • 
to capture the angler's eye and 
pocketbook as the ultimate . 
fishing rod. / 

Borax, magnesium, glass and car
bonized polyester have something in 
common. We use them to catch fish. 
These are basic ingredients used today 
to fashion our space-age fishing rods. 

In 1980 an angler has a choice of rods 
made from fiberglass, graphite, kevlar, 
boron and magnesium, along with 
bamboo, the old standby. All over the 
world today, boron rods are being de
bated and cast. Boron is the latest in a 
long line of developments by research
ers seeking the ultimate rod. 

Most modern materials are the result 
of aerospace industry testing of exotic 
materials for lighter and stronger com
ponents. Man has been searching at 
least since the 13th century for the ideal 
fishing rod. Indeed there is evidence of 
men fishing with hook, line and pole 
more than 2,000 years ago. 



Pre-Bamboo 
First records of the fishing rod as we 

know it today come from the 14th and 
15th centuries during the time of Dame 
Juliana Berners and Sir Izaak Walton, 
two of the earliest fishing writers. These 
were the days of 16- and 18-foot fishing 
poles made of natural hardwood. More 
correctly called poles than rods, there 
was little casting involved since the line 
was generally just a little longer than the 
pole. These beautifully tapered creations 
were of hickory, willow, hazel, aspen, 
blackthorn, crabtree, medlar, juniper 
and later of lancewood and greenheart. 
They were used in one form or another 
until the mid 1800s. 

Bamboo 
In 1860 Samuel Phillippi of Ea'ston, 

Pennsylvania, started a revolution in 
fishing rods that was to last for almost 90 
years. He built the first split bamboo 
rod. This rod was made of four sections 
of split bamboo glued together. As men 
learned of his work, they searched for 
even better ways of rod making. In 1863 
Charles E. Murphy made the first split 
bamboo rod for commercial sale. In 1870 
Hiram L. Leonard of Bangor, Maine, sold 
the first six-strip hexagonal rod, which is 
the design it has even today. 

For casting with one hand, rods had 
gradually become shorter, averaging 
about nine feet. The earlier rods had 
been made of Calcutta cane but were 
replaced about 1890, with the much 
superior cane from the Gulf of Tonkin in 
China. Experimentation with the bam
boo rod by knowledgable makers soon 
proved that tempering the bamboo with 
heat strengthened the natural power fib
ers in the cane. These longitudinal fibers 
give the bamboo rod its beautiful action. 
The way bamboo rods transmit power 
during the cast gives them a certain 'feel' 
that is indescribable but very real. 

Bamboo rod making reached its 
zenith from the 1930s to the 1950s, when 
artisans produced bamboo fly rods that 
have become treasures and objects to be 
collected. The highly developed action 
and detail of these rods made them the 
epitome of classic rod craftsmanship. 
With the coming of the Cold War of the 
1950s and the United States trade em
bargo with China, the supply of quality 
Tonkin cane dried up. Some rod makers 
turned to alternate materials for rod 
making. 

Solid steel and solid fiberglass rods 
were manufactured for a time but were 

quickly found to be unacceptable for 
most fishing because they were gen
erally heavy and unresponsive. 

Fiberglass 
The modern era of rod making began 

near the end of World War II when Dr. 
Arthur Howald developed the first tubu
lar hollow fiberglass fishing rod. He had 
been involved in research using 
fiberglass in aircraft components. 
Shakespeare began manufacturing the 
first hollow glass rods with the Howald 
process in 1947 with their Wonderod. 

These first rods had inner strands of 
fibers running longitudinally, like bam
boo, with layers of strengthening mate

rial wrapped around these fibers as a 
bonding agent. Many rod companies 
today use this same method, because it 
produces a rod of great strength with the 
desired action. 

To understand modern materials and 
their attributes, one must understand a 
couple of terms used in describing their 
physical properties. The first is modulus 
of elasticity, which concerns the flexural 
rigidity of the material. In simple terms, 
this means the rod's stiffness and resis
tance to deflection. Another important 
term is tensile strength, a rod's breaking 
strength under tension. 

Another fiberglass development in re
cent years is S-glass. This material has 

Left to right: Heddon's "Striper King," 5 '11 "medium/heavy action, made of magnesium glass; 
Shakespeare s Graflite, 5 2 light action bait-casting, made of graphite; Shakespeare's 
"Purdy Stick," 5' ultralight spinning, made of kevlar; Browning's "Boron," 6'6" medium 
action spinning, made of boron; Shakespeare's "Graflon," 5 '6" medium action bait-casting, 
made of boron; Rodon's Ted Simroe design and make, eight-to nine-weight flyrod with 
detachable extension butt, made of boron and graphite. 
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almost a 25 percent higher modulus than 
E-glass (regular) fiberglass. The action 
and price of these rods fall between regu
lar fiberglass and graphite. Fenwick and 
Lamiglas are two companies known for 
the use of S-glass. 

Graphite 
Fiberglass has been the main rod ma

terial for the past 30 years, with its low 
cost and toughness making it a true bar
gain. A couple of years ago, however, 
graphite, a fiber from aerospace ex
perimentation, revolutionized the fish
ing rod industry. To produce graphite, a 
synthetic polyacrylonitrile fiber is put in 
a furnace and oxidized, carbonized and 
then graphitized so nothing is left except 
a carbon filament—.0003 inch thick. In 
equal amounts, graphite is lighter than 
aluminum and stronger than steel. 

Graphite's most outstanding feature is 
its high modulus of elasticity. Its stiffness 
is what makes a graphite rod cast ex
tremely well. Because of this high mod
ulus, graphite rods can be made 25 per
cent lighter and with a 50 percent smaller 
diameter than a glass rod with compara
ble length, weight and action and would 
be 25 percent smaller and 50 percent 
lighter than a similar bamboo rod. The 
stiffness in a graphite rod makes it 
transmit signals to the angler's hand 
much faster than glass. This sensitivity 
makes it ideal for bass fishermen throw
ing plastic worms, crank baits or any 
lure requiring the angler to feel its ac
tion. Also the fly fisherman who fishes 
underwater nymphs will appreciate this 
graphite feel. The saltwater and salmon 
fly rodder benefit as graphite produces a 
lighter long rod and requires less effort 
for long casts. Graphite rods are also ca
pable of longer casts than the finest glass 
rods. 

When graphite rods first came out, 
they broke easily, were high-priced and 
had much faster actions. Some of the 
negative aspects might have been a 
drawback at first, but in the past year 
graphite has really found its place. Not 
only has the price gone down to a frac
tion of what it had been, but the new 
rods have proven themselves all over the 
world under some of the roughest condi
tions. Graphite rods are used to take the 
largest fish in the seas and are conversely 
used in the most delicate of trout fishing 
situations. 

With graphite still in its infancy for rod 
building, one would think it would be 
the latest word in materials. This isn't so. 

The rod manufacturers are constantly 
searching for new materials as evi
denced by two materials being intro
duced to the fisherman—kevlar and 
magnesium. 

Kevlar 
Kevlar is an aramid fiber, again from 

the aerospace industry, developed by Du 
Pont. Kevlar, whose lab name is PRD-49, 
was used as a reinforcement material. It 
also has been utilized for some time in 
the manufacture of lightweight boats. 
An organic high modulus fiber, kevlar is 
lighter and stronger than glass, graphite 
and boron. It has a very low density and 
very high tensile strength. Kevlar is 75 
percent as stiff as graphite and three 
times as stiff as fiberglass, fiber for fiber. 
Kevlar produces a rod that is very tough, 
lightweight, with more sensitivity than 
fiberglass but not as much as graphite. 

One of the best things about kevlar is 
that the raw material is much less expen
sive than graphite. The bonding mate
rial used in kevlar rods is combined with 
fiberglass and certain resigns. Thus the 
material costs now, but this problem 
should be cured soon. One hundred 
percent kevlar rods are infeasible be
cause the material absorbs moisture and 
must be sealed by fiberglass. The com
posite rods make good, lightweight, 
strong rods which fill a gap between 
glass and graphite. 

Magnesium 
This year Heddon has introduced a 

magnesium-impregnated glass rod. It is 
said to be stronger than glass and lighter 
than graphite. Also it is reported to be 44 
percent more sensitive than glass. Hed
don also has a graphite-magnesium rod 
with the attributes of graphite but sup
posedly much tougher. Only time on the 
fishing grounds of the world will bear 
out these claims. 

Boron 
Probably the most disputed rod mate

rial in years is boron. Although it has 
been available to the rod making indus
try ever since graphite was developed, it 
wasn't used until Browning introduced 
it to the mass market in 1978. An aero
space product, boron is a man-made 
metallic fiber that is stronger than steel. 
Although derived from the common 
mineral borax, boron is very expensive 
($250/pound) when compared to 
graphite ($100/pound) and fiberglass 
($l/pound). 

Boron fibers have some extremely im
pressive characteristics which have lead 
to arguments over its advantages as a rod 
material. Though it is about the same 
weight as graphite, it is twice as stiff and 
twice as strong under tension. Browning 
tests have shown: tensile strength— 
graphite, 81,000 PSI; boron, 220,000 PSI; 
compressive strength—graphite, 116,000 
PSI; boron, 275,000 PSI; flexure 
modulus—graphite, 180,000 PSI; boron, 
330,000 PSI. Overall, boron is 23 percent 
stronger than graphite and 22 percent 
stronger than glass, according to Brown
ing. 

But many companies say it is just too 
stiff to be a rod-building material. Also, 
some claim it is dangerous because 
when boron rods were over-stressed, 
they blew up! This supposedly sent a 
shower of microscopic particles into the 
atmosphere, possibly to cause blindness 
to the unfortunate fisherman. Boron 
caused skin disorders in some em
ployees, others claimed. Evidently all 
these claims were unfounded as sub
sequent tests have proved. There are 
now at least six companies producing 
boron rods. 

Because boron fibers are so stiff, most 
rods are composites of boron and 
graphite with a 25 to 50 percent boron 
makeup. Browning has a 100 percent 
boron fly rod due on the market. How 
they solved the stiffness problem is yet to 
be seen, but reports say one fly rod they 
have takes 3-, 4-, 5- and 6-weight lines. 
A rod that would cast heavy nymphs and 
streamers with a 6-weight line and also 
accurately cast the tiny 3-weight line 
without breaking fragile leader tippets 
would be remarkable. Although there 
are many questions in boron's future, it 
has been proven beyond doubt that it is 
more sensitive than graphite. 

Boron rods transmit lure impulses 19 
percent faster than graphite and 12 per
cent faster than comparable glass rods. 
This obviously gives a superior rod for 
some uses, but the fisherman must ask 
himself if he is sensitive enough to make 
use of it. Currently, boron rods are very 
expensive ($75-$250), but the price could 
come down in the future. 

Will boron make the ultimate rod? 
Perhaps for awhile, at least until the ever 
experimenting rod makers find a mate
rial more exciting and exotic. 

Art Carter is a staff photographer for 
Outdoor Life. 
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There is no charge 
for sunsets. To hold their 
moment's splendor requires 
only a sensitive mind. 

by Gilbert Hines 

At sunset a sea island snake catches its prey 
and curls in pinestraw. A cropduster makes 
the final swoop and calls it a day. Disc jockeys 
and traffic come alive. Everything that moves 
prepares for the coming evening. Still, the 
evening's most amazing movement is the 
sunset itself. 

It's easy to think that the best sunsets are 
seen only by lovers and photographers who 
are stranded on a tropical island in the middle 
of Hollywood. Fortunately, no one has 
cornered the market on them. . .yet. You can 
still see the sunset, free, from anywhere on 
earth. There is no better bargain on the 
planet. 

Clouds set the stage. Sometimes they block 
the show completely, and sometimes they 
completely disappear from sight. They shape 
the sunset's mood. The cumulus varieties are 
thick and billowy. They cover the entire sky 
and make a sunset look like a mustard spill on 
a blue wool sweater. Some clouds, such as the 
high altitude cirrus types, are so thin and 
light that they appear combed into place by a 
French designer. These clouds reflect glowing 
color long after the sun is down beyond the 
horizon. 

If an airplane follows the sun, the pilots can 
watch the sun set for hours. They can see the 
clouds above and below, all colors, and the 
blue-black horizon as wide as the sky. 

"It's the closest thing to being a bird," said 
one pilot. "It's not something we take for 
granted." 

A pilot might witness over half a million 
sunsets in a lifetime. Most of us won't see a 
tenth of that, because we do take them for 
granted. 

Some people see sunsets only as a series of 
lengthening shadows on the floor. In the 
state's central correctional institute, across the 
bridge, and behind walls of barbed wire, steel 
bars and armed officers, I sat alone with some 
inmates and we talked about the sunset. 

"I was so involved with survival that life 
escaped me," said one man. "Now when I 
think about the sunset, I can only remember 
how I used to watch them as a boy, on my 
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father's farm. When the sun sets here, it's 
time for lock-up, and I can't see the sun from 
my cell." 

It was wet and foggy when I left the prison. 
The sun was not shining at all that day, and I 
joined the men in their recollections. 

Like many of the colored effects seen in our 
atmosphere, a sunset's color results from the 
separation of sunlight into its various 
wavelengths. Our eyes usually see direct 
sunlight as a mixture of colors and the 
mixture appears white. Gases, water droplets, 
ice crystals and other particles suspended in 
the atmosphere may reflect or block some of 
the colored wavelengths, while others 
penetrate to earth's surface. Gas molecules 
normally reflect and diffuse blue light rays, 
giving the sky its blue color. 

At midday, sunlight penetrates our 
atmosphere at an almost perpendicular angle, 
passing through a minimum amount of 
particles which might reflect or diffuse its 
mixed wavelengths. At dawn and dusk, the 
sun's rays enter at a closer angle to the 
horizon, passing through a maximum 
amount. The shortest light wavelengths, 
violets and blues, are blocked, and the sky 
takes on its red and yellow tones. But man's 
activities can add color to the day's ending. 

A sunset's colors depend upon the content 
of the atmosphere. Cars, factories, air 
conditioners and other man-made things add 
an average of six tons of dust, carbon 
monoxide, water vapor and other substances 
to every square mile of air. The amount of 
these particles and gases in our atmosphere 
affects the color of the light we see. A sunset is 
like a fingerprint; no two are identical. 

Can science ever adequately explain a thing 
so fleetingly beautiful and individually 
unique? I asked some experts where the sun 
goes when it sets and where those 
magnificent colors come from. 

Most of the experts were in kindergarden in 
Hartsville. Half the fun was hearing the 
laughter, and seeing the faces when they 
thought about the question. 

"The sun goes down in the ground!"said one. 

"Up under the clouds!" said another. 
And still another said, "It goes up under the 

moon shine!" 
"Up under the moonshine?," I asked and 

they laughed, ". . .then where do the colors 
come from?" 

All of the experts were in agreement here. 
They said the Lord makes the colors and 
somehow they are in the same family as the 
rain, the snow and thunder. 

Lisa Crummy (left) was 
one of the experts 1 found in 
a Hartsville kindergarten. I 
asked them where the sun 
goes when it sets. Half the 
fun was hearing the 
laughter, and seeing the 
faces when they thought 
about the question. 

So many things happen when the sun sets. 
Birds feed; the air is alive with their hungry 
chirping. You can almost hear the earth 
moving if you really listen. Imagine each color 
in the sky as a musical note. The sun is the 
conductor, and everything else takes part. 
Some days it is symphony music. Some days 
it is jazz—each color making a fiery solo, and 
then fading into a saxophone blue night-sky. 

We are all going somewhere when the sun 
sets. Office workers get out of town by 
sundown. Tired farmers point their tractors 
toward home. How important would our 
destinations be if the sun refused to set? 
Today's sunset might look like the sunset of a 
day a million years ago, or a million years 
from now. I wonder how many generations 
will be able to watch it? This beautiful show 
will always be a direct connection with our 
parents and with our children, i* 

A free-lance writer and photographer, Gilbert Hines of Hartsville is 
currently copy writing for WCOS radio in Columbia. 
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Xhey must have made quite a pair, 
those two. The impetuous American 
Woodsman, as John J. Audubon was 
known, and his Charleston cohort, John 
Bachman, minister, scientist and, by all 
accounts, a gentleman's gentleman. 
They met in October 1831, as Audubon 
was travelling to Florida in search of ad
ditional bird skins for his great work, 
"The Birds of America," now in the fifth 
of what would become a 12-year project. 

At 46, the boisterous, sometimes un
couth Audubon was finally tasting the 
sweet fruits of fame after a lifetime of 
condemnation. He was no longer "that 
frivolous man" who chased about the 
countryside after little birds. He was 
now recognized as an accomplished or
nithologist; he was the painter who 
could make birds come alive—dive for a 
buzzing insect or sing right off the page. 
By nearly every measure, he was a suc
cess. The first volume of "Birds" had met 
widespread acclaim; subscribers were 
easier to find now. What he needed was 
new specimens to paint, and ironically, a 
place to stay—fame coming far ahead of 
prosperity. 

The energetic John Bachman, whose 
disarming manner and indomitable will 
had made him not only a popular minis
ter at St. John's Lutheran Church in 
Charleston, but an incurable naturalist, 
literally ran to meet Audubon when he 
arrived in Charleston. As a 14-year-old 
boy in New York, Bachman had 
gathered an extensive collection of 
plants, birds and mammals. He had fur
nished Alexander Wilson, the pioneer of 
American ornithology, with many rare 
birds of upper New York. And now, 16 
years after heading to the South for his 
health, Bachman's irrepressible passion 
for the outdoors persisted. Weekly he 
made solitary sojourns into the swamps 
and woodlands of the Lowcountry to pa
tiently observe wildlife—often taking 
detailed notes—and to hunt. (An ac
complished shot, his accuracy was 
legend. Well into this century, a section 
of woods outside Charleston was known 
as "Bachman's Miss " for the day he 
failed to bring down his deer. Bachman, 
a great story-teller, always explained his 
rare misses by saying, "My gun was too 
short.") 

But for Bachman something was miss
ing. He felt scientifically isolated, even 
though Charleston boasted 27,000 peo
ple and was the sixth largest metropolis 
in the country. His church work was 
going very well. He had built a sound 

and closely-knit congregation. When he 
arrived in 1815, St. John's was a small 
wooden church, "an antiquated build
ing of peculiar construction," now re
placed by the impressive structure that 
stands today. He had started a Sunday 
School and a separate service for blacks. 
He had helped form the Lutheran Synod 
of South Carolina and had become its 
first president. It was Bachman's en
thusiasm that helped two South 
Carolina churches to regroup and begin 
again. Yet he had no one to talk to. No 
one to ask why the common loon mi
grates so late or the purple martin so far. 
"Ornithology is, as a science, pursued 
by very few persons—and by no one in 
this city," Bachman once lamented. 

The arrival of the brash, egotistical 
Audubon—whose manner never failed 
either to enchant or overwhelm every
one he met—changed all that. In later 
years, Bachman's scientific papers 
would appear in the finest journals of 
America and Europe, but he would al
ways cherish Audubon's friendship. For 
nearly a month, the American 
Woodsman and his two assistants stayed 
at Bachman's three-story house on Rut-
ledge Street, enjoying unrestricted use of 
Bachman's servants, horses and even 
friends, who allowed the famous painter 
access to plantations with their marshes 
and birdlife. 

It was an idyllic time for both and the 
start of a lifelong friendship. Through 
the years, numerous bird paintings 
would spring to life at the Bachman 
house as Audubon returned several 
times to work, often assisted by 
Bachman's sister-in-law Maria Martin, 
who did the flowers and backgrounds 
for several Audubon efforts. 

Bachman's extensive knowledge of 
birds would lead to countless letters 
from Audubon pleading for additional 
information about bird life and habits, 
resulting in 134 references to Bachman in 
Audubon's five-volume "Ornithological 
Biography." They became a finely tuned 
team. Audubon's letters would remark, 
"What a treat for me in this volume to 
disclose things unknown to all the world 
before now, except, as we have known 
ourselves." 

Bachman's replies were filled with 
references to finding "the nest of the 
Carolina titmouse" or "I have received 
the fullest information about the flamin
goes, and the eggs themselves." Follow
ing the completion of "Birds of 
America," the pair would collaborate on 
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In the 
Shadow 

John Bachman 

Audubon 
by Scott Derks 

When he wasn't preaching 
the Lutheran faith, writing a 
book or founding a college, 
John Bachman found himself 
isolated in a non-scientific 
Charleston society. He filled 
the intellectual gap by 
befriending John J. Audubon, 
and the two worked closely 
in their study of American 
birds and mammals. 
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"Bachman's Warbler" by Audubon from*The Birds of America" 

a similar book about mammals— 
Bachman's first love. The relationship 
would also lead to the discovery of many 
new species, including a warbler and a 
finch, and even to the marriage of two of 
Bachman's daughters to Audubon's 
sons. 

But during that first month their con
cern was birds. They chattered endlessly. 
On a hike through the woods, Audubon 
would loudly remark: "I'm full as an 
egg," or "You're attired like a mournful 
raven." While dipping snuff, he would 
curse roundly and bounce like a tender
foot on the back of his horse. Bachman, 
while awed by Audubon's knowledge, 
commanded considerable respect with a 
low-key manner, a keen mind and sharp 
wit. The rest of his life Bachman would 
call Audubon "Old Jostle" as a reminder 
of the days he bounced across the 
swamp. 

In all, they gathered 220 birds, cover
ing 60 species, many later appearing in 
"Birds." And they both recalled the days 
spent hunting and arguing and the 
nights of playing chess. "Do you re
member, as if it were yesterday, with 
what triumph we brought home the first 
blue herons?" Bachman would write 
Audubon years later. "With what a shout 
we made the forest echo, when we 
picked up the yellow-crowned heron, 
which you were so anxious to draw." 

Audubon, too, would remember, par
ticularly the long-billed curlew which 
later appeared in "Birds," with Charles
ton in the background. "We gunners 
made ready for the arrival of the long-
billed curlew at sunset. They began to 
appear in twos, threes or fives—by no 
means shy—and were the same that we 
had seen near the salt marshes on the 
way. The number of curlews increased 
with the lowering of dusk. Flocks, in 
quicker succession, came not in lines, 
but in a long, regular mass not more than 
thirty feet above, with individuals no 
more than a foot apart. Not a note or cry 
did they sound." 

Specimens taken on these trips, in 
most cases, formed the foundation of our 
ornithological knowledge today. Few 
reference books existed and many of 
those were not accurate. Even Audu
bon's style of picturing birds in motion 
rather than in profile was revolutionary. 
"Birds of America" became much more 
than a picture book of birds. The original 
elephant folio edition printed in England 
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displayed birds lifesize, in their natural 
settings, so every wing had to be exam
ined, every feather counted. Bachman's 
goals were hardly minor either. He 
wanted to "place ornithology of the 
United States on such a footing that there 
will be but little for future ornithologists 
to do." In fact, the Bachman warbler 
named by friend Audubon was so rare 
that the bird was unknown in South 
Carolina until Arthur T. Wayne redisco
vered it 68 years later. 

They were scientists and pioneers, 
Bachman stationed in Charleston and 
Audubon constantly travelling. Fre
quently their letters admonished each 
other to check and recheck the facts to 
insure that no errors crept into the vari
ous works. Bachman's motto was "na
ture, truth and no humbug." Bachman, 
though famous in his own day as one of 
America's greatest mammalogists, has 
been generally forgotten through the 
years, being largely overshadowed by 
the colorful Audubon, even though the 
painter's considerable reputation as a 
scientist must be partly credited to 
Bachman. 

Bachman's life was more than birds 
and mammals and impressive awards 
from the most respected scientific 
societies in the world. He was a minister 
first, as well as a respected pillar of a 
Charleston society that boasted a 
number of intellectuals. When the ques
tion of nullification began swirling 
around, Bachman, a unionist, refused to 
use the pulpit as a political battleground 
for either side. It was an issue that dis
tressed him so greatly that he was tem
porarily distracted from his study of 
wildlife. "Do not ask me about birds—I 
scarcely know a buzzard from a king 
bird," he wrote Audubon in 1832. "Oh, 
what an enjoyment it would be for me to 
escape, just for one week, from the 
hydra-headed 'nullification' and sit by 
your side and talk of birds." However, 28 
years later he said, "I confess I am grow
ing everyday less attached to the union 
as it now exists," and offered the open
ing prayer for the signing and ratifica
tion of the Ordinance of Secession in 
Institute Hall, Charleston. 

In between his ministry and his scien
tific study, he worked extensively on 
"Birds," joined in the creation of a 
Lutheran seminary and the founding of 
Newberry College, and devoted eight 
years to writing the text of his greatest 
work, "The Viviparous Quadrupeds of 
North America," for which Audubon 

and his sons prepared the pictures. Au
dubon, who died in 1851 (23 years before 
Bachman), grew ill and disinterested in 
the mammal's book and only the tireless 
will of Bachman forced its completion. 
Prodding, scolding and demanding, 
Bachman drew the work out of Audubon 
and his sons. "Will not my old friend, 
Audubon, wake up and work as he used 
to do, when we banged at the herons 
and the freshwater marsh-hens?" 
Bachman cajoled at one point. 

All the while, Bachman's personal 
household whirled in a menagerie of 
children, birds and animals. In his 
block-long yard, raccoons and por
cupines roamed free. A saltwater pond 
supported minnows and eels for a flock 
of ducks. Beehives were in one corner, 
an extensive vegetable garden in the 
other. For a time he kept cranes for Au
dubon but had them stuffed when they 
wouldn't stop snapping at his nine chil
dren. He even housed an anhinga, 
which battled "with the dogs or the 
cooks for the most comfortable place on 
the hearth." 

And when he wasn't in the field, the 
church, his garden or lecturing at the 
Literary and Philosophical Society with 
the likes of William Gilmore Simms, 
Bachman was peddling Audubon's great 
work. The Charleston minister person
ally convinced the South Carolina legis
lature (on a vote of 51 to 50) to appropri
ate funds to buy "Birds" for South 
Carolina College. The cost of the 435 
plates, picturing 1,065 life-sized birds, 
was steep even then—$1,000—and only 
two other American universities were 
among the original 170 subscribers, 
Harvard and Columbia University. 

Bachman commanded respect wher
ever he went. His power lay not in "what 
he did or said, nor in his manner, but in 
himself. It was the man that gave the 
sermon force," a member of his congre
gation recorded. 

"I have read the speculations of men, I 
have listened to the tales of the ignorant 
traveler," Bachman wrote, "and it 
seemed as if there were defects in all the 
works of God. Then I have turned to the 
field and the woods; to the air, the earth, 
the sea. And I perceived that all was 
order, harmony and beauty and I have 
acknowledged that all the defects were in 
the short-sightedness of man."#* 

Scott Derks is a free-lance writer in Columbia. 

St. John's Lutheran Church in Charleston is 
no longer the small wooden structure 
Bachman came to serve in 1815. 
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The 
Nuclear Waste 

Recruitment of the nuclear indus
try since the mid-fifties places 
South Carolina and its governor at 
the center of the nuclear waste is
sue. President Carter's recent vow 
to answer this country's nuclear 
waste problem raises the ques
tion: Will we remain a temporary 
storage site or become a perma
nent solution? 

by Marilyn W. Thompson 

It began 26 years ago at the federal 
government's Savannah River Plant. 
The first gallons of radioactive liquid 
flowed steaming hot through pipes lead
ing from a fuel reprocessing center to 
gigantic underground tanks. The trans
fer was so uneventful that few then 
would have guessed it could mark the 
genesis of one of South Carolina's most 
enduring problems. For, with that 
routine transaction at the federal 
weapons plant in Aiken and Barnwell 
counties, the state steadily evolved into 
the nation's nuclear waste capital. It was 
a distinction, quickly and easily cap
tured, that soon would prove difficult to 
shed. 

For years, South Carolina convinced 
itself it was only a temporary storage 
ground for the nuclear waste within 
its borders. Since the early 1950s, the 
federal government had promised to 
find a permanent repository in which to 
bury high-level atomic by-products that 

would remain radioactive for up to a 
quarter-million years. 

But political squabbling and govern
ment indecision over how and where the 
nuclear cycle should be closed added un
expected permanence to South Caroli
na's temporary status. In 1967 the U.S. 
Energy Research and Development Ad
ministration, now the Department of 
Energy, still vowing to relieve the state's 
waste burden one day, quietly expanded 
the high-level storage capacity of the 
Savannah River Plant by building 1.3 
million-gallon "temporary" storage 
tanks capable of holding waste for 50 
years. The agency also began consider-
ing purchase of an idle, unlicensed 
South Carolina commercial reprocessing 
center in Barnwell as an away-from-
reactor interim storage place for used 
nuclear fuel. 

Because of active recruitment of 
atomic industry, South Carolina faces an 
uncertain and unsettling nuclear future. 
The next year could prove to be a crucial 
test. A renewed vow from President Car
ter to find a safe solution to the nation's 
waste problem will undoubtedly affect a 
state with the highest concentration of 
nuclear facilities. Carter, realizing that 
impact, appointed Governor Richard W. 
Riley to head an 18-member panel advis
ing him on waste questions. 

No state would like better to see the 
issue rapidly resolved. But beneath Car
ter's promise lies the distinct, disturbing 

Right: Low-level nuclear waste from across 
the country awaits burial in the trenches of 
Barnwell's Chem-Nuclear facility. 





possibility that the nuclear cycle may be 
brought to a grinding, irreversible halt 
in South Carolina's backyard. 

Until the Three Mile Island accident in 
March 1979, few people realized the ex
tent of South Carolina's nuclear waste 
involvement. 

Half of the nation's high-level defense 
waste, including some imported from 
foreign countries, was biding time in 
storage tanks at the Savannah River 
Plant. The wastes were being produced 
continuously at the plant's two chemical 
separation plants, used to extract 
weapons-grade plutonium from ir
radiated uranium. Such high-level  
waste is a by-product of reprocessing 
and must be isolated from the environ
ment for 1,000 years to reach levels com
plying with health and safety regu
lations, or 250,000 years to reach a zero 
level of radioactivity. 

Considering this length of time, nu
clear opponents argue that scientists 
cannot guarantee these elements will not 
leak into the earth to enter our water 
supply and, eventually, our food cycle. 

Officials at Savannah River Plant con
tend the waste is safely contained in 
their storage tanks, which are constantly 
monitored. But cracks and leaks de
veloped in eight of the facility's oldest 
tanks. One leak in September 1960 
poured "tens of gallons" of Cesium 137 
into the surrounding ground water and 
soil, according to plant documents. SRP 
concedes that leaks from aging or dam
aged tanks are their greatest concern. 
With 21 million gallons in storage, con
struction of new, double-walled tanks 
was begun several years ago. 

Plant critics say because the plant sits 
on a known earthquake fault—the Belair 
Fault 16 kilometers west of Augusta— 
such leaks are  an ever-present  
possibility. 

In 1978, 75 percent of all commercial 

Above: Spent fuel at the Oconee Nuclear 
Station near Seneca is kept under water until 
decayed enough to be transported to a more 
permanent facility. Three nuclear reactors 
near Seneca (left), along with a single reactor 
in Hartsville, provide 46 percent of electricity 
generated in South Carolina. 
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Beneath Carter's promise lies the 
possibility that the nuclear cycle may be 
brought to a halt in South Carolina's backyard. 

Above: Licensing problems have delayed the 
opening of South Carolina Electric and Gas' 
one reactor at Jenkinsville until 1981. 

low-level waste generated in the United 
States was buried in Barnwell's Chem-
Nuclear facility, according to Depart
ment of Energy reports. This figure rose 
to 85 percent during the last few months 
of 1979. 

The waste—including everything 
from contaminated worker clothing to 
laboratory animal remains—came from 
research centers, hospitals and nuclear 
power plants all over the country. The 
influx of nuclear waste had created a 
flow of trucks stamped with danger 
warnings on the state's highways. 

Remaining low-level nuclear waste is 
produced and buried at governmental 
facilities, such as the Savannah River 
Plant. A spokeman for the governor's 
office says that an accurate percentage of 
South Carolina's share of the nation's 
entire low-level nuclear waste, both 
classified and non-classified, is unob
tainable, but some scientists in the state 
estimate that proportion at about eight 
percent. 

Utilities with reactors at Oconee and 
Hartsville have been accumulating tons 
°f hot spent fuel which had been ready 

for reprocessing before Carter an
nounced in 1977 an indefinite deferral on 
commercial fuel recycling study. The 
used fuel was piling up at reactor sites, 
immersed in deep storage pools origi
nally sized to hold irradiated rods for six 
months. 

Before Riley's election in 1978, several 
of the state's political leaders had been 
concerned about the nuclear build-up in 
South Carolina, but little action had 
been taken. Governor James Edwards 
had stated publicly that other states 
should share the responsibility for the 
nation's dependence on nuclear power. 
His predecessor, Governor John West, 
had set up a committee in 1971 to study 
the situation. But leaders during the fif
ties and sixties had publicly lauded the 
dollars and jobs that nuclear facilities 
brought, while they downplayed poten
tial dangers. 

SRP was considered such a good 
neighbor, providing high-paying jobs to 
thousands, that state leaders began lur
ing other nuclear industries into the 
state—including plants designed to 
handle atomic waste. 

Typical of the effort was the state's 
push to persuade Allied-General Nu
clear Services to build a giant plant in 
Barnwell County. The Barnwell Nuclear 

ruel riant, designed to recycle 1,500 met
ric tons of used reactor fuel per year, 
would have been the largest commercial 
reprocessing center ever built had Carter 
not declared the 1977 moratorium on 
commercial recycling. As part of the 
AGNS operation, the plant would also 
have produced wastes that would 
be stored and cooled in underground 
tanks for no more than five years, at 
which point the wastes would be so
lidified and maintained on-site for an
other period of no more than five years. 
Then it would have been moved to a 
disposal facility off-site. 

When AGNS announced in 1968 
that it would build the mammoth plant 
in Barnwell, only miles from SRP's waste 
vats, state leaders did not fret about po
tential waste problems. Former State 
Development Board chairman J. Bonner 
Manly said during ground-breaking 
ceremonies two years later that the proj
ect "makes South Carolina the nuclear 
fuel capital of the world and places the 
state in the forefront of the most exciting 
technological opportunity of the 
decade." 

Citizens who questioned the plant's 
safety were ignored or discredited by 
political decision-makers. Townsend 
Belser, a lawyer representing En
vironmentalist Inc., a Columbia-based 
group, fought AGNS during licensing 
hearings and was labeled an "overedu-
cated crackpot" by Senate President Pro 
Tempore Edgar Brown of Barnwell. "The 
local politicians there never realized the 
magnitude of the issue they were deal
ing with," recalls Belser, now practicing 
in Washington. 

But the warnings of citizens con
cerned about the state's growing waste 
burden were not totally ignored. In May 
1971 Governor John West and the 
legislature—at the behest of then state 
Representative Butler Derrick of 
Edgefield, now a congressman, and 
Representative Othniel Wienges of Cal
houn County—set up a committee to 
study reprocessing plants and waste 
storage sites. Chaired by the late General 
Hugh Pate Harris, the committee's 1972 
report was favorable to AGNS. But it was 
the first official document to note what 
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"You're never going to have any state say, 
'We love this country, so we're going to take 
all the nuclear waste. .Riley explains. 

was becoming an abiding fear in South 
Carolina. The committee said the legisla
ture should oppose permanent storage 
of high-level radioactive waste in the 
state because it was convinced "there are 
other, more suitable locations for such 
storage." 

The federal government, however, 
had other ideas. Since 1958, agencies had 
been studying use of bedrock storage at 
SRP for high-level waste. In 1968, SRP 
brought together a panel of experts to 
consider the plan. Wastes aged for 10 
years in underground tanks would have 
been moved to bedrock vaults under the 
prolific, water-bearing Tuscaloosa 
Formation, a major southeastern water 
supply. The plan, opposed by both South 
Carolina and Georgia governments, was 
studied for four more years and "indefi
nitely postponed" by the Atomic Energy 
Commission in 1972. Yet, as late as 1978, 
the Department of Energy was still citing 
bedrock storage as one of several options 
for future storage of SRP wastes. 

Not long after Carter's decision to 
postpone commercial fuel reprocessing 
indefinitely, the government began con
sidering another storage option with po
tential long-range consequences for 
South Carolina. Nuclear power plants 
that had planned on sending fuel to re
processing centers suddenly were faced 
with growing accumulations of hot fuel 
assemblies that must be pulled from the 
reactor core and replaced every 18 
months. The government began con
sidering away-from-reactor storage as 
one way to relieve utilities. Power plants 
could send spent fuel from their on-site 
storage pools to government-operated 
away-from-reactor sites. There, fuel 
could be stored indefinitely in cooling 
water until the government opened a 
permanent repository or lifted the re
processing ban. 

Soon after the moratorium was or
dered, the owners of the $300 million 
Barnwell Nuclear Fuel Plant began active 
lobbying for the government to pur
chase their site as an away-from-reactor 
center. The Department of Energy has 
included the plant as one of its top three 
choices for interim storage. Others are in 
Morris, Illinois, and West Valley, New 

York. Owners of the Barnwell plant say 
the 60-feet deep storage pools could be 
ready to receive spent fuel by 1983. 

Carter, in his February resolve to close 
the nuclear fuel cycle, said he would urge 
Congress to buy at least one away-
from-reactor site for use until the gov
ernment opens a permanent repository 
around 1990. Utilities, including South 
Carolina companies who say their spent 
fuel accumulations are a growing 
headache, have praised Carter's 
decision. 
Forty-six percent of the electricity gener

ated in South Carolina comes from two 
nuclear facilities: Duke Power's three-
reactor Oconee plant and Carolina 
Power and Light Company's single-
reactor H. B. Robinson Station in 
Hartsville. By 1992, Duke expects to have 
two reactors in service at the new 
Catawba plant in York County and two 
more at a Cherokee County site. 

The state's increased involvement 
with nuclear energy has encouraged a 
high degree of expertise among the 
agencies charged with the respon
sibilities of monitoring nuclear waste 
disposal. On the state level, the Gov
ernor's Energy Resources Division and 
Office of Energy, Economic Develop
ment & Natural Resources, the Attorney 
General's Office and the Department of 
Health and Environmental Control work 
closely with nuclear power plants and 
disposal facilities. 

But utilities admit that the political 
stalemate over waste disposal and 
changing federal regulations have added 
a disturbing element of uncertainty to 
their nuclear futures. 

Duke, earlier this year, indefinitely 
postponed plans for a third reactor at the 
Cherokee County plant. Company pres
ident William S. Lee forecast that 
utilities now face a "licensing paralysis" 
and "may be at the end" of their nuclear 
development programs unless public 
perceptions and policies rapidly change. 

South Carolina Electric and Gas Com
pany's Virgil Summer plant was original
ly scheduled to be operational this past 
December. Officials say that licensing 
problems played a major part in delay
ing that plant's opening until April 1981. 

To stretch their on-site storage space, 
many companies have begun transfer
ring used fuel from reactor site to reactor 
site. Carolina Power and Light Company 
began transferring fuel in 1977 from its 
H. B. Robinson reactor to a power plant 
in Southport, North Carolina. And Duke 
Power Company is awaiting Nuclear 
Regulatory Commission approval to 
ship spent fuel from its Oconee storage 
pools to the McGuire plant near Char
lotte. Duke's original proposal, which 
would have sent spent fuel shipments 
along Interstate 85, encountered stiff op
position from citizens' groups con
cerned about transportation and safety 
risks. 

The away-from-reactor concept also 
has strong opponents. The U.S. General 
Accounting Office in 1979 criticized the 
Department of Energy's plan, saying 
that utilities should find their own 
interim storage methods and that the 
department should concentrate on locat
ing a permanent burial site. South 
Carolina environmental groups oppose 
the away-from-reactor plan for another 
reason. They fear that if Barnwell be
comes a temporary storage place, future 
government inaction on a permanent 
site could leave the reactor fuel in their 
state for decades to come. 

The man faced with straightening out 
this nuclear waste disposal mess is South 
Carolina's Governor Riley, Carter's ap
pointee as chairman of a national plan
ning council on nuclear waste questions. 
In a year to 18 months, the group is sup
posed to tackle issues that have divided 
the government since the beginning of 
the nuclear age. The council will make 
recommendations on the overall matter 
of permanent and temporary nuclear 
waste disposal to the President and the 
Secretary of Energy, who will handle 
state and local governmental questions 
on specific nuclear facilities. 

Riley confesses he is not a nuclear ex
pert, but he hopes to reduce the deci
sions to the "common sense" approach 
he used in addressing waste questions 
in his own state. Riley, a newcomer to 
office when Three Mile Island sent the 
nation into a nuclear panic, rapidly 
made a national name for himself when 
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he publicly questioned his state's heavy 
concentration of nuclear waste. After 
Three Mile Island, Heyward Shealy, 
chief of radiological health at the South 
Carolina Department of Health and En
vironmental Control, ordered trucks car
rying low-level waste from the damaged 
reactor to Chem-Nuclear to turn around 
and take their cargo back to the Pennsyl
vania plant. Riley then reduced the 
amount of waste Chem-Nuclear can dis
pose of each year in its 240-acre burial 
ground. And he went to Washington to 
ask Congress to pass legislation estab
lishing a network of regional low-level 
waste sites. South Carolina, he insisted, 
would no longer serve as the path of least 
resistance for states wanting to abandon 
their nuclear waste. 

Riley firmly vowed to slash the state's 
low-level waste intake, as he knew this 
issue could be dealt with on a state level, 

while the high-level wastes in storage at 
SRP were a federal concern. He told 
Congressional study committees last 
year that he believes the federal govern
ment should set policy on the more 
dangerous issue of high-level waste dis
posal. Permanent burial sites, he said, 
should be chosen by the federal gov
ernment based solely on geological and 
technological criteria. 

Riley reaffirmed that stance early this 
year in a move that angered en
vironmental groups like the Columbia-
based Palmetto Alliance. He told a Con
gressional committee that states should 
have a voice but not a veto over federal 
decisions about permanent disposal. 
Thus, when Riley became the leader of 
the President's advisory group, he took 
the job realizing his conviction on how 
the waste issue should be settled might 
return to haunt him. If months of gov

ernment study reveal that South 
Carolina is the best-suited state for per
manent waste disposal, Riley realized he 
may have sacrificed his right to 
complain. 

"I think you can see how I could end 
up in a box, and I'm taking a calculated 
risk by doing this," the governor admits. 
"I can't prestate that I am going to be 
involved in setting safe criteria and 
policies, but if the stuff happens to fall in 
my backyard, I'm gonna stand in the 
door of the school." 

Riley says he has been told bedrock 
storage at SRP is no longer being consid
ered, and he has grave reservations 
about the government's plans for away-
from-reactor storage of spent fuel. The 
governor calls away-from-reactor stor
age a "cop-out" and says he will strive to 
see that utilities are making the most of 
on-site pools before encouraging the 
Department of Energy to go ahead with 
interim spent fuel storage. 

The policy council chairman believes 
Carter's initiatives pose the best chance 
yet of settling waste questions that have 
left South Carolina in a disturbing 
quandary for 26 years. 

"You're never going to have any state 
say, 'We love this country, so we're going 
to take all the nuclear waste and resolve 
the nuclear policy for the good of the 
commonwealth,"' he explains. 

Others, however, believe South 
Carolina has done exactly that from the 
time the first gallons settled in SRP's 
tanks. It is a function the state no longer 
wants. Yet, with the government pros
pecting at the AGNS plant in Barnwell, 
building tanks and planning for a $3 bil
lion waste solidification plant at SRP in 
Aiken and Barnwell counties, the state 
may not yet be able to resign its title as 
the country's nuclear waste capital. It is a 
distinction that by default may remain 
South Carolina's for decades ahead. «k 

Marilyn Walser Thompson is a free-lance 
writer and reporter for The Columbia Record 
newspaper, where she covers state govern
ment and energy. She also has written for 
The Washington Post, The Philadelphia 
Inquirer and The Atlanta Journal-
Constitution Sunday Magazine. 
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Some say increased fishing 
pressures have slimmed the 
catches of recent years. But until 
the dark waters cease their smooth 
flow through swamps of oak, 
cypress, gum and willow and 
until the fiery redbreast can no 
longer be sought, tall tales will 
remain as thick as mosquitoes and 
a love affair with the river will 
continue. 

Composer Stephen Foster came close to 
immortalizing a beautiful South Carolina river 
many years ago when he penned the tune "Old 
Folks At Home." The song began with a line that 
went: "Way down upon the Pee Dee River ..." 

Unmoved by that lyric, Foster's publisher got 
out his almanac and found another river a little 
further south and thus the Swanee River was 
honored for all time. 

We will never know if Foster had been writing 
about the Great Pee Dee or its contributing Little 
Pee Dee, but if he had seen the latter, I suspect the 
famed musician would have insisted on his 
original lyrics. 

The Little Pee Dee gets off to an oozing start in 
Scotland County, North Carolina, but after 116 
miles it becomes a full-fledged waterway flowing 
into the Great Pee Dee at Britton's Neck in 
Georgetown County, South Carolina. 

The name, by the way, is a bit obscure, but 

most scholars believe "Pee Dee" comes from a 
Catawba Indian word: piri, which means 
"something pleasant." 

The Little Pee Dee is that. Like most of our 
blackwater rivers, it seldom goes on any 
rampages and normally just flows quietly on, 
even during periods of flood stage. It quickly 
subsides from high water and gets back to the 
business of sheltering fish. 

The most important of those is the redbreast 
bream. From mid-March to late June, the tasty 
scrappers become the object of many anglers' 
attention and such baits as crickets and catalpa 
worms can be found in only one place—the 
water. 

Merl Rogers, a 60-year old farmer in the 
Nichols area, has been fishing for redbreast 
"since before I could paddle. You can't beat'em for 
catching and eating." 

Merl recalls the fishing of days gone by while 
downing a plate of hush puppies and horse fish 
at Britt's Landing where U.S. 76 crosses the river. 

Back when I was a boy, well, fishing was all 
there was to do. There weren't any movies or ice 
cream. Shells were too expensive for much 
hunting so we just fished . . . just about all the 
time. We never even cared about going to town." 

One time Merl helped his father hew a 14-foot 
boat out of a section of cypress stump with his old 
friend Thomas Britt. 

"We used draw knives and a thing that looked 
like a grubbing hoe to hollow out the log. Then 
we cut notches for the seats. You could put three 
or four people in it, depending on how big they 
were. The thing was heavy and you left it in the 
water where you fished last. Next day you'd come 
back to that spot and start all over." 

by Jerry Dyer 
photographs by Ted Borg 
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The craft lasted over 40 years, as Thomas Britt 
remembers it. "Got gone in a flood twenty years 
ago. Someone might still be using that thing 
today," he grins. 

When the veteran Little Pee Dee fishermen chat 
among themselves, a newcomer will find his leg 
being stretched considerably. 

"I remember one time when me and Daddy 
were in that old boat when I was just a little 
fellah," Merl begins. "Well, we were fishing hard 
and hadn't done much good and a good size 
green trout jumped right in the boat as we 
paddled along the bank. Daddy took a look at it, 
picked it up and tossed it right back in the water." 

"Daddy, what in the world did you do that for?' 
Merl asked his father. 

"He said, 'Boy, if that bass ain't going to bite, it 
ain't going to ride for free.' " 

That story gets the stove heated up, and Lonnie 
Britt chimes in about the time the old friends 
were camping out along the bank. "We'd floated 
all day and only had a couple of fish. One of 'em 
was a right good size bream and the other, kind of 
a small sucker, so we cooked those boys up in 
some flour and meal. Merl put both of 'em on a 
paper plate and I reached over and got the big one 
and started eating and it was tasting good. Well, 
he looked at me and said that the polite thing to 
do would have been to offer him the biggest one. 

" 'Would you have taken the big one?' I asked 
him, and he said, 'No, because the polite thing 
would be to insist on taking the little one. 

" 'Well, then,' I explained to Merl, 'You got the 
fish you wanted so just shut up and eat. 

"And speaking of little fish," Lonnie continues, 
we saw some Yankees coming in one day with a 

fair big stringer of fish, but they were all mighty 

little, mighty little, and it looked like these people 
were getting ready to dump'em back in the river. 

"So I eases over to their boat, a big pretty 
plastic thing with a lot of gadgets, and I asked 
what they were going to do with the fish. 

" 'They're too small to eat, old chap,' says this 
fellow with a powerful accent. " 'Too small?' I 
says, 'There's nothing wrong with small. . . you 
people eat butterbeans, don't ya?' " 

While good humor prevails on the lovely dark 
watercourse, there is an element of displeasure 
among the anglers who think fishing action has 
diminished in recent years. 

Mel Britt, Dan Hayes and Thurmond Raybon 
say they walked and waded with reed poles and 

Merl Rogers and Thomas Britt (with the horsefish sucker) 
have been fishing together on the Little Pee Dee since before 
they could paddle. 



maybe soon we can get some help." 
District biologist Dan Crochet responds to the 

situation: "We generally don't look favorably on 
stocking until the underlying cause of a problem 
is known. The creel census done ten years ago 
showed catch rates to be pretty good, but as of 
now we don't know. 

"Obviously there are more fishermen out and 
they are more mobile with improved boats, 
motors and fishing gear. That could mean just as 
many fish as ever are being caught but by more 
fishermen. That scatters out the take and makes it 
look small. That is a hard problem to solve." 

Crochet says that a study of all the state's river 
systems began about two years ago and the 
situations fluctuated widely. 

"We have to take each river and stream 
individually and such studies require a 
committment of a lot of time and money." 

Specifically, the biologist lists such study details 
as stomach analysis, age and growth criteria, life 
histories of selected species, reproductive rates, 
land use practices to check the effect of siltation 
and pollution, migratory patterns, effect of motor 
boats on spawning patterns and an extensive 
creel census. 

"This can't be done in a single year," Crochet 
explains. "In fact, it could take as long as five 
years to be accurate. You can see how the 
program mushrooms when you consider the 
number of rivers and streams needing attention. 

"The funding for all this can be greatly slowed 
down by a lack of support from the people 
handing out the money, too, so it looks like we 
have a long way to go before we start getting 
some answers. But believe me, stocking is not the 
answer. . .it's not even a good quick-fix." 

At times the only suckers Mel (left) and Lonnie Britt catch 
are the ones who believe their fish tales. 

caught plenty of fish years ago. Now, Mel notes, 
they have to fish hard to get anything 
approaching a limit. 

"I think it's caused by a lot of reasons. Swamps 
being drained, too many gar fish and no stocking. 
The gar are out there shoulder to shoulder some 
days and they scavenge the beds out clean. They 
get after everything, but they are thickest after the 
winter netting season so we can't get them out 
effectively. 

"We've talked to the wildlife department about 
stocking, and while we don't see eye to eye on 
this, they are looking into the fishing here and 









The old-timers of the Little Pee Dee 
acknowledge that the relentless advancement of 
civilization is probably the real cause of the 
decline in the size of their stringers. Near Britt's 
Landing, for instance, there is a housing 
development right down to the low-water mark 
and you see more and more of that along several 
other stretches of the river. 

"I remember when I was a little fellow out 
slipping in those same woods with my Daddy," 
Mel Britt begins. "One day he saw a footprint in 
the mud and he just marveled at that. 

" 'Who in the world could have made this 
track?' he wondered. That's how scarce people 
were down here then. Yes, it's a lot different 
now." 

One big difference is in a bait used for the 
popular bream, Mel points out. 

"You know, I think I got to be a pretty good 
football player because of the way we used to get 
grasshoppers for bait. Man, I got to be shifty and 
fast chasing down those things. Now I'm just 
sitting back and getting fat selling crickets and 
worms." 

Their hunt begins for the juicy Catalpa worm 
(usually pronounced "catawba") on the full moon 
in May. 

"A redbreast just can't resist those boys,"Merl 
Rogers claims. "I mean it sits on that hook and 
does a dance and the fish just line up to get on. 

"When it gets warm enough, we dig up the 
crawfish and the bream and trout (largemouth 
bass) go for those real well. Later on we throw 
those little Shysters or Beetle Spins. We use about 
10-pound test because of the stumps.' 

At the mention of 'stumps,' Lonnie Britt s face 
lights up like a man with a 12-pound bass on his 
line. 

"Say, you know the other day we were fishing 
down at the angle (where the Lumber River joins 
the Little Pee Dee) and we saw a fellow going by 
with a great big ol' stump on the bow of his boat. 

"We'd heard him coming around the bend for 
the longest time. He could barely make way. He 
stopped by us and we asked him what in the 
world was he doing with that thing on his bow 
and he said he'd been trying to catch fish for a 
week and hadn't done any good until he started 
asking other fishermen out here how they did it. 

" 'They all told me they were fishing on 
stumps. Today I've brought my own stump with 
me,' " Lonnie swears the man told him. 

"That's a true story," he grinned. "Say, we've 
got a lot of true stories about the Little Pee Dee." 

The fishing may be on the wane here, but in 
our over-populated times, we hear the same 
lament from the Chauga to the Waccamaw. And 
the rivers still spawn more than fish. . .the good 
humor and the good times, and those too are 
important resources in need of protection. 

You get the feeling from the happy souls along 
the Little Pee Dee that the good times will last as 
long as the old black river continues to meander 
down and mingle its waters with the red of the 
greater riverway. 

"Well, maybe there aren't as many bream out 
there as there used to be," Mel Britt says. "But 
there's plenty of horse fish out there and plenty in 
this pot. Who wants another load?" 

"Pass'em this way. Pass those hush puppies, 
too," Lonnie orders. "Did I ever tell yall about the 
time I caught one that still had a saddle on it?" .«•> 

Jerry Dyer of Florence is the Pee Dee Bureau chief of 
The State newspaper. 



* nywhere water is rippled by soft 
breezes or whipped to frothy peaks, 

boats with bright sails hoisted high lean 
into the wind. Spring and fall bring the 
best sailing weather, but the time to 
learn is in the summer when the winds 
die down and the water is warm. 

Rig a sail on a canoe and you've got 
yourself a sailboat. But you haven't got 
a vessel designed to maximize the 
vagaries of wind and current, and you 
may feel a little foolish as sleeker craft 
pass port and starboard. There's a boat 
for every sailor. It's a matter of matching 
physical condition to emotional need 
and recreational preference. Romantic 
solitude, family fun or the thrill of 
regatta competition—it's there for the 
taking. 

Those who don't mind getting wet 
ride high and fast. They grab the wind 
and go for it, in bursts of speed and 
spray. 

Tamer sailors enjoy more moderate 
speeds and less frantic companionship. 
TTiey ease up on a pine-rimmed island 
for a picnic lunch and head on back to 

the marina as a dying sun casts scarlet 
shadows on the quiet water. What a 
way to spend a Sunday afternoon! 

Or you might prefer a boat big 
enough for several nights' lodging. 
Grab the family or pick a few choice 
friends and get away from it all for a 
weekend, or even longer. To a sailor, 
nothing's quite as therapeutic as the 
sound of waves gently slapping the hull 
of your home-away-from-home. 

There are two basic sailboats—the 
planing hull and the displacement 
hull—and they'll give you two very 
different kinds of ride. The planing hull 
skims the surface of the water and the 
crew provides the ballast, a sailor's 
term for the boat's source of stability. 
"Hiking out" in order to maintain 
balance is part of the fun. Definitely a 
bathing suit boat, the planing hull at 
first will dump you almost at will. But 
roll her right over and try it again. You'll 
learn from your mistakes. Lightweight 
and portable, the planing hull winters 
well in garage or driveway. Popular 
boats of this type are the flat Sunfish 

%/iiding the 
^Summer ̂ /freeze 

Sails billow across South Carolina lakes as lesi 
fuel-ish boating grows more popular. Summer 

mild winds make it off-season for experiencec 
sailors but the best time for beginners t< 

launch a new outdoor pastime 
by Lauren Dea 
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and Phantom and rowboat-shaped day 
sailers up to 19 feet, as well as the fiesty 
catamaran. 

Displacement hulls have permanent 
ballast, usually a hefty chunk of lead, 
that makes it next to impossible to roll 
them over. If you're foolhardy enough 
to confront a hurricane in the open seas, 
you may pitch-pole or turn end over 
end, but basically the boat is going to 
float. These boats range from 19 to 20 
feet on up and combine small-boat 
simplicity with comfort and 
conveniences. Anything larger than 25 
feet is going to be mighty tough to haul, 
though, so count on sailing it where 
you dock it. 

Decide what you want to do with 
your boat. Think about the number of 
people you want to accommodate, the 
mobility you need, and the size of your 
savings account. Braced with these 
basics, I visit some dealers around 
the state. 

Jack Valk of Valk Sailboat Center in 
Columbia shows me to his office where 
a neatly framed bit of verse smugly 
proclaims that the only difference 
between men and boys is the price of 
their toys. Well, yes, Valk admits, some 
people do balk at paying $1,000 for a 
surfboard with a sail on it. A couple of 
years ago you could get a Sunfish, say, 
for $450. But sailboats are made from 
petroleum-based products—fiberglass 
hulls and dacron sails. You're paying for 
the oil, you see, but you're only paying 
for it once, he says. 

Fuel considerations are important, 
but not primary, according to Charles 
Montgomery, owner of Dixie Sailboats 
in Anderson. "In the past, water sports 
had to be fast and loud. Now people 
don't want a lot of racket and pollution, 
and the attitude is conservation, not 
waste." 

Montgomery has been in business for 
13 years and for the first eight, he says, 
he was barely covering expenses. Since 
1975, however, Montgomery's sales 
have increased 25 percent a year. Walter 
Ehrhardt, owner of Time Out Inc. in 
Charleston, has experienced a similar 
upsurge in his sailboat business. 

"So far this year, sales have been 
incredible," Ehihardt says. "We've 
already sold as many boats this year as 
We did last year." 

Ehrhardt, like Valk, attributes 
increasing popularity to rising fuel 
costs. "You have to shell out a lot of 
Honey initially, but you don't have to 
keep on shelling it out." 

Valk's sales have increased a steady 10 
percent a year since he opened up in 
1968. But suddenly people want bigger 
boats. Last year more than half his 
business was in the 19- to 27-foot class, 
and one in 10 dug deep in his or her 
pocket and went for the 27-foot-plus 
craft. Inflation has priced many folks out 
of a house at the lake, but they want 
something they can weekend on, Valk 
says. 

Ehrhardt's 33-foot-plus business is 
good. Ten percent of his big boat 
customers are from the upper part of the 
state. "They buy their boat here and 
dock it in Charleston. They come down 
for the weekend and maybe sail over to 
Hilton Head, and they spend a couple 
of weeks on the boat in the summer," 
Ehrhardt says. 

There's a serious void in 
medium-sized boat sales, the 
Charleston dealer says, but he thinks 
this may be because there are so many 
used boats available in this size. In the 
mid-seventies, the trend was toward 
trailerable day sailers in the 22- to 
23-foot range. "But money's too tight 
today, and most people are buying small 
(12- to 16-foot) day sailers, because 
they're less expensive." 

Montgomery says most of his 
customers in Anderson are looking for a 
boat they can put in the water and 
leave. About 50 percent of his sales are 
in the 25-foot-plus craft, and the next 
largest seller is the 14- to 19-foot day 
sailer. Like Ehrhardt, Montgomery says 
times are too tight to support the market 
for medium-sized sailers. 

"My customers who buy a small boat 
usually want a bigger one, but they 
can't afford it. They say 'We can't afford 
the 22 so we'll go for the 19.' We tell them 
they'll be dissatisfied and they usually 
are. One thing people need to 
remember—every sailboat that's made 
is a compromise. There is no perfect 
sailboat." 

Valk says get the biggest boat you can 
afford. It takes less skill to sail a 
displacement hull because the boat 
knows what it wants to do. Use 
common sense and aim it in the right 
direction and you're halfway there. A 
big boat won't punish you for your 
mistakes. 

Another point of view is offered by 
Mike Valk. Start small and see how you 
like it. You can buy a bigger boat later, 
and sailing a bigger sailboat is like 
riding a bigger bicycle. You can fall off 
either one. 

Page 45: The crew provides the ballast 
in this Hobie Cat catamaran, and the 
wind provides the sport. At left: The 
tempered winds of summer give these 
beginners a chance to practice handling 
this Lightning model boat. To become 
proficient in rigging the boat, the 
novice should look for a still warm spot. 
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The price range is spectacular. You 
can get a Sunfish or Phantom for less 
than $1,000 and larger day sailers from 
$3,000 to $6,500. The Hobie Cat, which 
comes in 14-, 16- and 18-foot lengths 
complete with trailer, will cost from 
$2,000 to $5,000. Cruisers start at just 
under $10,000 for 21 feet and, for 
anything larger than 30 feet, figure on 
about $1,000 a foot. A boat lasts 12 to 15 
years, and since mass production has 
resulted in fairly accurate blue book 
values and fiberglass has boosted life 
expectancy, most banks will now 
finance for up to 10 years with 20 
percent down. So for a manageable 
monthly payment, you've got yourself a 
sailboat. Or you have a friend who'll let 
you crew for him or her. What do you 
do now? 

If you're going to be a sailor, you've 
got to learn the language. Everything's 
got a different name, the novice wails. 
But things happen fast on a sailboat, 
and when the captain yells at you to 
grab the thing-a-ma-jig over there, he's 
talking real specific. You don't have 
time to ask which one he means, and it 
won't do at all to pull the wrong line. 

You can read books from now until 
you grow a beard, Valk says, but you 
can't learn to sail by a book. After 
you've mastered the lingo, wait for a 
still day, put her in the water and get to 
know her. Experiment with balance and 
get a good feel for the tiller. Practice 
raising and lowering the sails, notice 
how the cleats and winches work, and 
learn to tie a good knot. If you've got a 
planing hull, tip her over and learn how 
to right the boat. You're going to need 
that ability. 

Now you're ready to find out how 
wind and boat interact. The first thing 
you'll learn is that you can't sail directly 
into the wind. And contrary to what 
you might have thought, the fastest ride 
is not downwind. For the best ride, sail 
as high into the wind as possible. 
Forget the idea that the quickest way to 
get from point A to point B is a straight 
line. Unless you're sailing downwind, 
you'll need to tack, or approach your 
goal in a zig-zag fashion, crossing the 
wind at intervals. Every time you "come 
about," the boom will sweep the deck, 
so keep your head down and your wits 
about you. 

Sailing is a very physical sport, but 
it's not hard to learn. By the time 
autumn gales churn the water and fill 
your sails with a premonition of colder 
days ahead, you'll be an old salt. 



\ You Cant 
Go Back Again 
by Havilah Babcock 

Havilah Babcock was a master of W ast spring, while minnow-
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numerous articles and books continue JLi and grinned reminiscently. 
to be enjoyed by sportsmen and ft was a nice day for daydreamin 

non-sportsmen throughout the There was a midsummer mellowness 
world. Following is a Babcock in the air, and all about me the 
perfection that brings back the days lushness of a prodigal June. Pulling a 
of our youth and the futility of our battered hat over my eyes, I lay 
attempts to revisit those worlds. half-dozing in the sun like a lazy 
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And I would have. If I had caught 
a sucker that big when I was a 
branch-fishing boy in Virginia, I 
would have scampered home and 
had my prize in the frying pan 
within ten minutes. Yessir, I would 
have been content to rest on my 
laurels with one like that. 

Every country boy is entitled 
to a creek. If no creek is 
handy, maybe a meandering 
branch will do for a 

while. But it must have a few holes 
that he can't see the bottom of. That 
is an absolute requisite, and there is 
no getting around it. 

Mine was a creek by courtesy. I 
could jump across it anywhere 
without ripping my pants in the 
seat, which was the standard way of 
judging a jump in those days. But it 
was the best creek I could afford, and 
to a nine-year-old it was a thing of 
perennial mystery and enchantment. 
His journeyings up and down its 

^ lazy length are still vivid after 
the wear of forty years. 
For in my branch there were 

eels aplenty, an occasional sucker and 
fallfish in the spring, and little perch 
that shone like a queen's jewel in the 
sun. And there were horny-headed 
chubs galore. Ah, there was a fish for 
you! The spunky little hornyhead 
was preordained by Providence for a 
country boy to catch. 

It is the black bass of the branches, 
the sparkling gamester of the 
foam-flecked eddies. And the 
fanciest biter that ever set a boy's 
nerves atingle and his imagination 
afire. What could put a tiny cork 
through such antics and didoes as 
this agile dancing master! What 
would charge a cricket with such 
verve and derring-do! 

Nor were they so small as one 
might think. Why, I used to bring 
them home all of seven inches long! 
And there was one memorable day 
when I hooked a nine-inch leviathan 
and pridefully carved my initials on 
a big sycamore to signalize the 
event. Why this urge to authorship I 
know not, since there were no other 
boys in the neighborhood to peruse 

lizard. 
Over my head 

a squirrel peevishly 
scolded a trespassing 

jaybird. A hickory nut ricocheted 
down the tree, thumping solidly 
from limb to limb. It was the kind of 
day that takes one back. Again I 
lifted the big sucker speculatively. 

"Yessir, I would have done it as 
sure as shooting," I said. 



my handiwork, and since there was 
no possibility of my ever forgetting it 
anyway. 

I am quite sure, too, that the 
hornyhead is the most savory little 
pan fish in the wide, wide world. 
Since cutting my apron strings from 
the little branch years and years ago, 
I have sampled all manner of pan 
fish that were far-famed for their 
palatability, fish that epicures and 
gourmets argue endlessly about, but 
upon my word as a gentleman, the 
homyhead of my boyhood was 
without a peer. 

Of course, some of their unrivaled 
flavor might have been due to their 
freshness, for they were usually 
dropped into a pan with sizzling 
butter almost before they had 
stopped wriggling. And some of 
their savoriness might have been 
due to the heartiness of a country 
boy's appetite. For is it not written 
that hunger is the best hors 
d'oeuvre? 

Mine was an easily discouraged 
little branch. In dry weather, you 
could see the bottom almost 
anywhere. Obviously there was no 
point in fishing where you could see 
what was biting. Also what wasn't 
biting. So I would go above and 
muddy the water, then return to my 
hole and fish contentedly. As long as 
I couldn't see the bottom, there was 
at least a possibility of getting a bite. 
Of course, you never did anything as 
silly as that. 

After attaining to man's estate, I 
was saddened to learn that 
muddying-the-water is a practice to 
which adults are also addicted. I 
shall never forget hearing a great 
scholar say to his eager young 
students: "Gentlemen, whenever I 
appear to be deep, you may be quite 
sure that I am merely muddy." 

When I was eleven, a 
hired man on our 
farm gave me a 
recipe for catching 

everything in a hole at one fell 
swoop. Like most great ideas, it 
was simple. 

"Jus' take an earthen jug, fill it 

with water and lime, and plug it up 
tight. Then mosey up to the hole, 
drop it in, and run like 
who-laid-the-rail," he advised. 

The next day I dropped my 
lime-filled jug into the Round Hole, 
scampered up the hill, and cowered 
behind a log. With palms jammed 
against my ears, I waited for an 
earth-rocking explosion. The longest 
minute in history passed. Cautiously 
peeping over the log, I saw that 
which froze the very marrow in my 
bones. A calf had ambled up and 
was contentedly drinking over the 
death-laden spot. 

I had grisly visions of trying to 
explain away a whole calf. But after a 
tentative sip or two, the little 
trespasser sauntered away and my 
heart began to beat again. The 
explosion never came. I must have 
put slaked lime into my atom bomb. 
But for weeks thereafter I skirted 
Round Hole at a respectful distance 
in fear of a belated cataclysm. 

In the spring suckers would 
migrate upstream, 
threading their way even 
to the upper reaches of my 

branch. One illustrious day in May I 
landed a fourteen-inch behemoth, 
and was so surcharged with 
excitement that I ran all the way 
home. My stormy entrance into the 
kitchen caused the light-rolls to fall, 
and an indignant sister dusted the 
seat of my pants. But that was a small 
scimption. 

I toted that sucker all over the 
neighborhood for people to see. In 
fact, I wore my prize smack out 
showing it off and let it spoil on my 
hands. It was the champion catch of 
my boyhood, the high-water mark of 
my prowess. All suckers looked 
small to me thereafter. 

Suckers bit phlegmatically and 
tediously at best. They were 
diffident fish, not liking to eat in the 
presence of people. The best way to 
catch them, I discovered, was to go 
off and forget about your hook. 
When I grew tired of sucker-fishing, 
I would squat by a likely run and 
waylay a gleaming migrant as it 

• • • upon my 
word as a 
gentleman, the 
hornyhead of 
my boyhood 
was without 
a peer. 
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Of course, 
you never did 

anything as 
hare-brained 

as this 
when you 

were a boy. 

thrashed its way upstream, 
switching it into submission with 
willow branches. 

Our farm was in the dark 
tobacco section of Virginia, 
and I was initiated 
into the mysteries of 

tobacco-suckering at a tender age. It 
was fun at first because my father 
bragged of my adeptness. I felt that I 
had to manhood grown. But day 
after day in a grueling July sun made 
me rue my aspirations toward 
manhood. 

When the "heat monkeys" danced 
before my eyes and the unsuckered 
rows stretched dishearteningly 
ahead, I would sometimes run 
forward a hundred yards, hastily 
sucker a few plants, and run back so 
I could enjoy thinking about the 
"skip" ahead. I was not above this 
pleasant self-deception in my 
corn-thinning either. Of course, you 
never did anything as hare-brained 
as this when you were a boy. 

At discreet intervals, I would 
sneak downhill to the branch and 
fish a few minutes. Had it not been 
for such precious interludes, I would 
have died of old age at nine. But 
sometimes my father, chancing to 
pass the tobacco field, would miss 
my bobbing head between the rows 
and issue an imperious summons for 
my return. Invariably my dereliction 
was discovered at the most 
inopportune moment—just when I 
was about to get a bite. 

After as long an interval of silence 
as considerations of prudence 
warranted, I would holler "I'm 
a-coming!" and put on my hat. Then 
a furious spell of nibbling was sure 
to set in, and I would tensely await 
the final downward plop till the last 
second of safety. Those stolen 
moments were perhaps the sweetest 
and the most anguishing of my life. 

But I haunted the branch only 
during the hours of daylight. 
Nothing could have induced me to 
venture near at night because of a 
vague and marrow-chilling fear. It 
was the fear of "lamp-eels." Now I 
had never seen a lamp-eel. I had 

never seen anybody who had seen 
one. But I had heard that they 
roamed the creek banks at night, 
seeking whom they might devour 
like the fabled dragons of old. 

Their eyes gleamed eerily in the 
blackness, their bite was the most 
deadly thing known. They were the 
bete noire of my boyhood, the raw 
material of many a nightmare. Not 
until I had left the little branch far 
behind did I learn that the lamp-eel 
was a figment of somebody's 
imagination, for the lamprey, which 
presumably inspired the direful 
stories, is altogether harmless. 

Perhaps the crowning 
disappointment of my 
boyhood was my failure 
to drain Cave Hole. Here 

the current of my branch angled 
sharply, undermining a clump of 
sycamores and leaving a dark and 
mystic pool which my imagination 
peopled with all manner of alien 
dwellers. It was here that I always 
got strange bites and always got my 
hook hung. It was here that I had the 
unforgettable encounter with the 
biggest fish any boy in this world 
ever saw. 

I had hooked the sullen monster 
under the bank and tugged it to the 
surface, where it lay for a moment 
rigid and unresisting. Its 
slate-colored back protruded from 
the water, and its incredible length 
stretched half across the pool. It was 
bigger than I had ever dreamed a 
fish could be. And there it lay almost 
within reach of my very hands. Then 
there was a sudden downward draft, 
my line snapped, and the juggernaut 
plowed heavily under the bank. For 
some time I stood limp and 
nerveless, staring ruefully at the 
broken line, gazing fascinatedly into 
the depths of the pool. Then I 
galloped all the way home. 

I told the hired man. He smiled. I 
told my older brothers. They smiled. 
I told my father, who chided me for 
stretching my blankets. Throughout 
the household, my epic story fell on 
incredulous ears. Everybody 
discounted it as merely the figment 



of my imagination. 
That night I lay for hours 

bewailing my witlessness, conjuring 
up all sorts of expedients now that it 
was too late. Why hadn't I jumped 
spraddlelegged into the water and 
bodaciously grabbed it? Why hadn't 
I—? But self-reproach was of no avail 
now. 

Very well, I said grimly. I would 
convince the skeptics yet. I would 
spend the <vhole of next day fishing 
in Cave Hole—the whole of next 
week and the whole of next month if 
necessary. But would the big fish be 
likely to bite again, with the hook 
imbedded in its mouth? And if it 
rained and got the branch up 

With the great clarity 
that accompanies 
inspiration, I hit 
upon a plan 

for encompassing the downfall 
of my adversary and putting 
my detractors to shame. It would 
involve a little engineering 
and maybe a certain amount of 
work, but what could be neater or 
surer? I went to sleep congratulating 
myself. 

The following morning I sneaked 
down to the branch with an ax, a 
shovel, and a grubbing hoe. 
Carefully I checked the feasibility of 
my plan. Yes, I would cut a diversion 
ditch from above Cave Hole into the 
branch below, run the entire flow 
through my ditch, and thus block off 
the hole altogether. Then I could dip 
the water out at my leisure, and Mr. 
Sassy would fall into my hands like 
an overripe plum. 

I fell to work with great gusto. The 
ditch would not have to be more 
than eighteen feet long. Anybody 
could dig a ditch like that. But I soon 
discovered that what looked like 
soft, yielding earth was a 
remorseless network of roots and 
rocks. After three hours of 
backbreaking work, I sat down and 
put on my thinking cap. Maybe I 
could inveigle the hired man into 
lending me a hand. Swiftly I 
inventoried the inducements I might 
offer. Then I trudged across the field 



illustrations by Craig Houston 
to try a little bargaining. 

Walking barefooted in the cooling 
furrow, I offered the hired man 
successively my pocketknife and my 
snakeskin belt; my trained rooster, 
Johnny Jump-Up by name; my three 
blue Andalusian hens; and finally, in 
a burst of reckless prodigality, the 
bull calf my grandfather had given 
me. "I ain't got no time for such 
foolishment," he said, and kept 
plowing. 

I went back and addressed myself 
to my engineering project with 
do-or-die determination. But three 
hours later I sorrowfully surveyed 
my progress and found it negligible 
indeed. Tossing aside the broken 
shovel, I slumped to the ground and 
sobbed miserably, the most defeated 
and heartsick boy in the world. 

"God, can't you help me just a 
little?" I pleaded. "Don't you see 
what a fix I'm in? If you'll stick by me 
now, I'll start all over and . . ." But I 
couldn't get up a trade with God 
either. 

During that night a heavy storm 
descended, swept away all vestiges 
of my handiwork, and presumably 
the behemoth of Cave Hole. The 
mystery was never solved. After 
forty years, I'd still give right much 
to know what the strange monster 
was and how it got into my branch. 

Life was simple in those 
days. In the morning, you 
stepped into your pants and 
you were ready for the 

day's business. At night, you 
stepped out of your pants and you 
were ready for the night's business. 
You slept in your shirt. Pajamas 
hadn't been invented, not for 
country boys anyway. Nor such 
refinements as neckties, music 

ins, and toothbrushes. 
But life was not alto

gether an unalloyed 
pleasure. There was 

the nightly ordeal 
by water, for in

stance. Before jumping 
into bed, I must go into 

the kitchen and scrub the day's 
accumulation from my feet. It was 
gall and wormwood to me. Besides, 
it was such an extravagance. Hadn't I 
been wading in the branch all day? 
But it was a ritual that was rigidly 
observed, one that I always delayed 
to the last bitter moment, and one 
that I was rarely ingenious enough to 
circumvent. 

How I loved to curl up across the 
foot of my mother's bed and doze 
while the family talked around the 
big fireplace! It was perhaps the 
most untroubled sleep I have ever 
known. But all too soon I would hear 
the uncompromising voice of my 
father: "Get up and wash your feet!" 

Then sometimes the gentle and 
understanding voice of my mother: 
"Homer, the poor boy is so tired 
tonight. He has been fishing hard all 
day long. Let's not wake him." 
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I would lie there all unheeding and 
doing my best to look pitiful, hoping 
my mother's intercession would 
avail. Sometimes it would. My father 
would pick me inertly up, deposit 
me on the trundle bed, and cover me 
up. And how I would lie there in the 
dark and chuckle over the success of 
my theatrics! 

After I had grown up and left 
home, I often thought of this 
oft-enacted lie with a twinge of 
conscience. I finally decided to 
confess my 'possum-playing to my 
father, who later became proud of me 
and would have enjoyed the joke 
hugely. But alas, I waited too long. 

The trundle bed was quite a 
contrivance, and a masterpiece of 
household economy. During the day 
you trundled it under your parents' 
bed and everything was shipshape 
and tidy. At night you trundled it out 
again, and there was a wide low bed 
that you wouldn't roll off. Admirably 
simple, really. And how it enabled a 
household to stretch its guest 
accommodations! Its rein traduction 
might accomplish wonders toward 
solving the housing shortage. 

The trundle bed fell 
into desuetude along 
with the old-fashioned 
parlor, another 

institution that had much to 
recommend it. With the austere 
portraits of countless uncles and 
aunts looking down, the sedate old 
horsehair sofa, and the innocent 
stereopticon on the table, the parlor 
was a much safer place to court in 
than a nightclub or a rumble seat. 

Our parlor was a sort of sanctum 
sanctorum forbidden to small boys 
except on rare occasions, and then 
on the most punctilious behavior. It 
was always immaculate and 
untouchable. You instinctively 
tiptoed when you got inside. 

My favorite employment of a 
Sunday afternoon was looking 
through the stereopticon at such 
slides as Consider-the-lilies-of-the-
field-how-they-grow-They toil-not-
neither-do-they-spin-Yet-I-say-unto-
you-that-Solomon-in-all-his-glory-

was-not-arrayed-like-one-of-these. 
This inscription was meaningless 
but awfully impressive, and I tried 
in vain to extract some moral lesson 
from it. 

When I was twelve we left the 
farm, and the subsequent course of 
my life took me far from the little 
branch. My love of fishing grew 
keener with the passing years, led 
me into strange and untraversed 
places, and brought me a rather full 
and adventurous life. But I never 
forgot the branch. 

Last summer, after 
the lapse of nearly forty 
packed years, I found 
myself on the old Virginia 

homestead again. This is fine, I said. 
I was young, and now I am old. I will 
revisit the wonderful branch of my 
boyhood. I will recapture the 
ineffable flavor of long ago. I will 
take a frying pan along and a hook 
for hornyheads, and make of it a 
sentimental journey. And I will go 
alone. The pleasure is not one to be 
shared with another. 

With a pocketful of worms and a 
neat cane under my arm, I ambled 
jauntily down the familiar slope. 
There stood the welcoming 
sycamores as of old. And just below 
them ... I stopped in befuddlement 
and stared about me. Where was my 
branch? 

At my feet was a straight ditch, in 
which a beaten stream flowed dully. 
Gone were the well-remembered 
pools, the foam-flecked eddies, and 
the noisy little cascades that had 
made up my branch. In their place 
was an efficient ditch, in which there 
were no signs of fish. It was a nice 
job of engineering, no doubt, but it 
wasn't my branch. I was suddenly a 
stranger among strangers, standing 
embarrassed in the presence of my 
own boyhood. 

Packing up my things, I trudged 
sorrowfully up the hill as one 
disinherited. And not once did I look 
back. Somehow I had suddenly 
grown old. 

My friends and brothers, you can't 
go back again! 

Pajamas 
hadn't been 
invented, 
not for 
country boys 
anyway. 



Havilah Babcock: 
Master of the Outdoor Tale 

Eorn in 1898 where Lee surrendered 
to Grant—Appomattox, 
Virginia—Havilah Babcock was 

every bit the typical barefoot country 
boy eagerly awaiting spring's first 
shoeless days to muck about the branch 
which ran below the farm. From this boy's 
closeness to the land grew a love which 
characterized the life and writings of the man 

By his undergraduate years at Elon 
College in North Carolina and the 
University of Virginia, Babcock had 
decided upon a literary career. The works of 
Poe, Homer's "Odyssey" and Kenneth 
Graham's "Wind in the Willows" were 
among his favorites and had no little 
influence on this choice of vocation. 

After receiving his Master of Arts from 
the University of Virginia, he took a 
professorship in English in Virginia at 
William and Mary College but in 1926 came 
southward on a year's leave of absence to 
teach at the University of South Carolina. 
Though Babcock continued to visit his 
native state during the summers, he 
adopted the fields and waters of South 
Carolina as his permanent home. 

Those first years were lean for the new 
professor and his wife Alice, who taught as 
a substitute in the Columbia schools. To 
make ends meet, the couple drove around 
the state buying bushels of black-eyed peas 
and selling them to Northern farmers to 
improve their land. These pea-buying trips 
also brought numerous acquaintances with 
Lowcountry farmers who invited the 
professor back to hunt and fish, further 
enriching the experiences brought out in 
his tales of the Carolina Lowcountry. 

Babcock began his literary efforts in 
Virginia with editorials for the newspapers 
and was once offered the editorship of the 
Augusta, Georgia, paper. But his first loves 
were the outdoors of the state and his 
students at the University. 

... "incomparable 
and happily incapable 

of pedantry or 
dullness," Babcock 

was greatly admired 
by his students. 

lor 38 years, 27 as head of 
the University's Department 
of English, the professor 

created and taught some of the most 
popular courses in the school's 
history. His vocabulary-building course, 
English 129, known by the text he wrote, "I 
Want A Word," was usually signed up for a 
year in advance to insure a seat. Described 
by his friend and colleague, Dr. Claude 
Henry Neuffer, as "incomparable and 
unpredictable and happily incapable of 
pedantry or dullness," Babcock was greatly 
admired by his students. He was the first 
recipient of the "Distinguished 
Professorship" awarded by the university's 
Educational Foundation. 

Though he depended upon teaching for 
his major income, the professor's special 
talents lay in writing. A perfectionist who 
labored skillfully to place the exact word in 
the precise place, he perfected a unique 
style of informal prose deceiving in its 
simplicity. 

"Like William Faulkner he drew his 
strength as writer and man from the soil, 
preferring also the company of hunters, 
farmers and fishermen to writers, critics or 
professors," Dr. Neuffer wrote in a short 
biography. 

Sobwhite quail, staunch 
pointing dogs, largemouth bass 
and redbreast bream were 

among the simple things that Babcock 
loved and wrote about. His companions 
included farmers, students and statesmen. 
Bernard Baruch, South Carolina's 
renowned financeer and statesman, was 
one of Babcock's quail-shooting 
companions. Yet the professor's stories of 
hunting and fishing were written for and 
about the average man. To read a Babcock 
tale is like sitting for a chat with a familiar 
and cherished friend. 

Field and Stream first published his 
writings in 1934. The major outdoor 
magazines showcased about 150 of his 
essays and short stories during the next 30 
years. "My Health Is Better in November," a 
collection of these essays and outdoor tales, 
was published in 1947, to be followed by 
"Tales of Quails 'n Such" in 1951; "1 Don't 
Want to Shoot an Elephant" in 1958; 
"Jaybirds Go to Hell on Friday" in 1964 and 
"The Best of Babcock" in 1974, some 10 years 
after his death. "The Education of Pretty 
Boy," published for the young reader in 
1960, and two text-like books, "According to 
Hoyle," which explained the derivation of 
idioms, and his text "I Want A Word" 
complete the list of Babcock's books. Each is 
a treasure to be read and reread, then 
passed on to the next generation. 

By his death at age 66 on December 9, 
1964, Babcock's writings had been 
translated into several foreign languages 
and two of his books had been made 
available in Braille and recorded editions 
—a first for writings in the outdoor field. 

Editor's Note: Our appreciation to Mrs. Alice 
Babcock for permission to reprint "You Can't 
Go Back Again," from "Tales of Quails 'n 
Such,"® 1951, by Greenberg, publisher, 
® 2973, by Alice Babcock; and to Dr. 
Claude H. Neuffer for permission to use 
information from his biography, "Havilah 
Babcock: Virginia Carolinian;" Georgia 
Review, Volume 21, Number 3, Fall 1967. 
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It seems right that the addition 
of "Field Trip" to South Carolina 
Wildlife should begin with the 
summer issue. "Field Trip" is de
signed to help you enjoy and 
understand outdoor activities 
available in our state. It is a means 
of learning about our state's 
wildlife, natural resources and 
cultural heritage. 

Yellow buses are finishing their 
school year runs. It's time to leave 
the classroom for home and the 
long summer days of fun and ad-
venture in outdoor South 
Carolina. 

Plants of all types are blooming 
and beginning to produce their 
fruits, nuts and seeds. In the soil, 
small organisms such as microbes 
and earthworms come to the 

IF YOU HAVE IDEAS, GAMES, 
STORIES, HOBBIES OR OTHER 
NEWS THAT MAY BE OF 
INTEREST TO OTHER FIELD 
TRIPPERS, LET US KNOW 
ABOUT THEM BY WRITING 
T O :  F I E L D  T R I P ,  S O U T H  
CAROLINA WILDLIFE MAGA
ZINE, EO. BOX 167, COLUM
BIA, S.C., 29202. 

upper layer called humus to feed 
and reproduce in this mixture of 
earth and decayed plant matter. 
Fish have moved into the warm 
shallows to spawn their young 
and feed upon the small min
nows, crustaceans and algae 
which live there. Wildlife of all 
types are raising their young 
a m o n g  t h e  h e a v y  s u m m e r  
growth of plants which provide 
food and shelter from predators. 

Wildlife and fishery biologists 
and our state's legislature have 
decided upon new game and fish 
laws to protect our wildlife 
species while letting man enjoy 
them through fishing and this 
fall's hunting seasons. For now, 
rifles and shotguns have been put 
aside for fishing rods and a sum
mer of fun on our state s many 
ponds, reservoirs, rivers and 
beaches. 

"Field Trip" and South Carolina 
Wildlife are designed to help you 
enjoy and learn about our out
doors. Make them part of your 
summer fun and take them with 
you this fall when it's time to 
h e a d  b a c k  t o  t h e  s c h o o l  
classroom. «• 

Paukie Island Bird 
Association 

The Paukie Island Bird Associa
tion is a group of young people 
i n t e r e s t e d  i n  m a n a g i n g  a n d  
protecting wildlife and natural 
resources. There are 18 club 
members and their purpose is "to 
create and encourage aware
ness and appreciation for the 
wildlife and natural resources." 

Roddy Medders, 12-year-old 
founder and director of the asso
ciation, is also editor of the 
group's newspaper, "Bird Watch
ers' Newsletter." Roddy has done 
much to help the wildlife around 
his home at Paukie Island. He has 
established nest boxes and food 
patches for birds and other 

Governor Riley presents Roddey with the Youth 
Conservationist of the Year Award. 

wildlife. He has cleaned up litter 
on the island. He and club mem
bers have learned the names and 
characteristics of rocks, buds, in
sects, snakes and other animals 
native to the island. In March, 
Roddy was named "Youth Con
servationist of the Year" for 1980 
by the South Carolina Wildlife 
Federation. 

Write Field Trip if you want to 
start a nature club or if you al
ready have one and want to pub
lish news about it. 
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Why Do Sailboats Sail? 
Like any other boat, sailboats 

need power to push them for
ward and some method of control 
to guide them. A sailboat's power 
comes from the wind, whereas a 
motorboat is propelled by fuel. 

When you see a sailboat, look 
for the direction of the wind. 
Some boats are sailing directly 
with the wind. The wind strikes 
the sail from behind and pushes 
the boat forward. This is one of 
the easiest ways to sail a boat and 
it's called running with the wind. 

Some sailboats are sailing with 
the wind coming across their 
sides, however, and they are not 
moving sideways, and some are 
moving almost in the same direc
tion from which the wind is 
blowing and are not moving 

backward. Why? 
When a sailboat is sailing into 

the wind or with the wind com
ing from its side, the sail is kept at 
an angle to the wind. The air hits 
the sail and pushes the boat for
ward. At the same time, the cen-
terboard or keel underneath the 
boat keeps the boat from moving 
sideways or tipping over. As the 
wind pushes the sail above the 
water on one side of the boat, the 
centerboard braces the boat by 
pushing on the water against the 
force of the wind. The sailboat is 
caught in a squeeze between the 
pushing sail and the pushing cen
terboard. This keeps the boat up
right and moves it forward. 

See page 48 for a diagram of the 
sailboat's parts. 

Dear Field Trip: 
What is the difference between 

a frog and a toad? Can I really 
catch warts from them? 

Frogs and toads are both am
phibians. They are cold-blooded 
animals that begin their lives in 
the water as tadpoles with strong 
tails for swimming and gills like 
fish for breathing. As legs begin 
to grow, the animals' tails disap
pear and lungs for breathing air 
replace gills. 

Frogs have strong rear legs and 
smooth moist skin. They usually 
live near water. Toads have pudgy 
bodies and dry skin with bumps 
that are sometimes called warts. 
Toads usually live in drier areas 
than frogs do as the toads' thick 
skin holds in more body mois
ture. Both frogs and toads are 
dormant (their body functions 
slow as the temperature drops) 
during winter. During summer, 
they are active insect-eaters. 

Warts on humans are caused by 
a virus and have nothing to do 
with either frogs or toads. Some 
frogs do give off strong liquids 
through their skins when dis
turbed. These are not harmful but 
are used as protection against at
tacks from predators or curious 
animals. A dog that has picked up 
a toad will often begin to salivate 
and foam around its mouth from 
this liquid and the toad will soon 
be dropped. 

Have you got a question about 
the outdoors? Ask Field Trip! 
Send it to Field Trip, South 
Carolina Wildlife magazine, P.O. 
Box 167, Columbia, S.C., 29202. 
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Swampy Swimmers 
Animals that live in the swamp 

depend upon the water for food, 
shelter and transportation. See if 
you can find some animals that 
swim in a swamp in the puzzle 

below Some names are listed 
across, up, down or diagonally. 
Draw a circle around the name of 
each of the 10 animals swimming 
in the swamp. 

WATER STRIDER 
BASS 
BEAVER 
PAINTED TURTLE 
ALLIGATOR 
FROG 
WOOD DUCK 
BREAM 
TADPOLE 
CRAYFISH 
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What's Your -Ology? 
The Reverend John Bachman 

and painter John James Audubon 
were NATURALISTS: those 
familiar with natural history, 
especially ZOOLOGY (ZO-ol-
uh-je), the study of animals, and 
BOTANY (BOT-en-e), the study 
of plants. Bachman wrote books 
on birds and mammals and Au
dubon drew his famous illus-

HERPETOLOGY 
(hur-puh-TOL-uh-je) 

MAMMALOGY 
(muh-MAL-uh-je) 

BIOLOGY 
(Bl-ol-uh-je) 

ICHTHYOLOGY 
(ik-the-OL-uh-je) 

ORNITHOLOGY 
(awr-nuh-THOL-uh-je) 

ENTOMOLOGY 
(ent-uh-MOL-uh-je) 

trations for the books. Make a list 
of other well-known scientists, 
painters and writers who were 
born or worked in South 
Carolina. 

Below is a list of the names of 
sciences. The suffix -OLOGY 
means "the study of." See if you 
can match the sciences to the 
organism groups they study. 

fish 

all living things 

insects 

mammals 

birds 

Swamplands: 
A Valuable Resource 

A swamp is a low-lying piece of 
land usually bordered by or sur
rounding a river or other water 
source. During times of heavy 
rains, the swamp is often flooded. 

People have drained and filled 
swamps to bujld homes and 
business sites. They have cut 
large tracts of timber from 
swamps. Factories have polluted 
swamps with che micals and large 
residential areas 
their sewage intc 
swamplands are 
populations with 
stroyed and man 
fits of flood con 
cation and re 
fishing, h 
and nature stu 
found in t 

When life 
turbed by ma 
vive by feeduig on 
or plant lif^^nhe 
larger jfftat-eaters 
devouJ§fte sm 

have emptied 
them. As these 
ost, the wildlife 
in them are de-
loses the bene-

gj, water purifi-
ition through 

watching 
that can only be 

sij^iap is undis-
ha-animals sur-

othetf animal 
swamp.. The 
^carnivores) 

int-eaters 
(herbivores), which in turf 
on swamp 

which eats tur-
^ eat fish 

and frogs. "Fish eat crayfish, 
crayfish eat minnows, minnows 
eat small insects and algae. 

Thus food energy created by 
swamp algae is passed on down 
the food chain until it reaches 
larger animals in that nature 
community. In a swamp, some of 
the larger animals are deer, tur
keys, otters, bobcats, raccoon 
and, of course, alligators. Make a 
mobile showing the swamp's 
food chain, using the alligator as 
the largest predator on the bot
tom and building up the chain 
with the examples above. Use 
string, glue and straight twigs on 
wooden dowels to connect the 
animals, which can be drawings 
of your own or pictures cut from 
magazines. <&• 
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Forum 
Rutledge Reminders 

Last fall I ordered a subscription of South 
Carolina Wildlife for myself and four more for 
friends of mine. Each issue makes me hap
pier with my order. 

In one issue was an article on Lynn Bogue 
Hunt. It says, in effect, that no one in his right 
mind would sell an original of Lynn Bogue 
Hunt. About 25 or 30 years ago, Mr. Hunt 
gave to my father a painting of a grouse which 
was used on the cover of an issue of Field and 
Stream. It shows a grouse in flight fast escap
ing from a frustrated hunter. It has all the 
beautiful colors of autumn in it. Your article 
makes me treasure the picture all the more. 

Another issue has an article on Parker 
shotguns. I have my father's double 12 Parker 
which he received as a present in 1907. He 
shot it all his life, and the stock is well whit
tled with notches he put on for every buck 
and every wild turkey. I know it would still 
shoot, but I believe with its history it deserves 
to be retired. 

Especially I enjoyed my father's "Why I 
Envy Wild Things" in the latest issue, and 
your gracious comments on his life and 
works. I knew that Dad was a prolific writer, 
but it surprised me when Field and Stream, in 
a recent issue, commented that it had pub
lished 250 of his articles over the years. How 
many were in Outdoor Life and Sports Afield 
I do not know. 

Every issue of your magazine is a new 
happy experience. 

Irvine Fl. Rutledge 
Hagerstown, Maryland 

I always look forward to getting my copy of 
the magazine, and this month especially en
joyed the section dealing with Archibald Rut
ledge. He did indeed have a feel for wildlife, 
and Hampton was and is the place to see and 
feel it. 

I have been the superintendent here at 
Hampton Plantation State Park since July of 
last year. I have gotten to see all kinds of 
wildlife here in the park. 

I was also pleased to see the information in 
the article on how to visit Hampton. It is still 
not completely open to the public but should 
be in the near future. The house is open on 
Sundays except during the winter, but also 

during the week by contacting me. I live in
side the park and the gate is open almost 
every day. Visitors are always welcome. 

Donald C. Ferguson, Superintendent 
Hampton Plantation State Park 

McClellanville 

Eskimos, Kayaks and Fear 

I was very entertained by the article, "Me 
and the Kayak," in the March-April issue. 
Not only did I laugh the entire time I was 
reading it, but I also learned a great deal 
about Eskimo history, kayaking and fear. 

I believe it is one of the funniest pieces 
you've had in your magazine in a long time. 
The author seems to get a tremendous 
amount of excitement and enjoyment out of 
life. I loved the way he made light of his 
inability to conquer this sport. He showed 
that all things are worthwhile, no matter 
what the consequences, if you enjoy what 
you're doing. 

Reading this article reminded me of the 
disastrous times I had as a child trying to 
maneuver my uncle's kayak at the lake. 
Luckily, I didn't try to take it down the 
rapids, but after sharing the author's experi
ence, I just might do it yet. After all, it's 
always fun to laugh at someone's mistakes, 
especially if they're your own. 

Mary Anne Earls 
Blacksburg 

Wayne Article Excellent 

Just a comment relative to South Carolina 
Wildlife. It is an excellent magazine and I look 
forward to its arrival. For example, I found 
the article on Arthur T. Wayne excellent and 
most interesting. Keep up the good work. 

W. F. Torreyson jr. 
Morris Plains, New Jersey 

Awards Deserved 

Nancy Coleman is to be commended for her 
fine article about Harry R. E. Hampton in the 
January-February issue of South Carolina 
Wildlife. It is as breezy, poignant, humorous 
and portrait-catching as is Hampton's recent 
book, "Woods and Waters and Some 
Asides." Both Coleman and Hampton de
serve awards for their fine works. 

Virginia C. Meynard 
Columbia 

Editor's Note: "Woods and Waters and 
Some Asides" by Harry R. E. Hampton can be 
obtained for $18 from MacDonald Printing 
and Mailing, 1445 Shop Road, Columbia. 
Telephone (803) 771-7156 

Expressions of Gratitude 

My sister, Celeste Price, subscribed to your 
magazine and last year you had an article 
about counted cross stitch and a deer, I be
lieve. My sister was so interested that she 

started cross stitch. She had never done any
thing like that before. I've never seen such a 
change come over anyone. She got such a 
tremendous amount of pleasure and did so 
many pieces and even had an article in the 
paper about it. She passed away October 29, 
1979, and I wanted you to know that I am so 
grateful to you and your magazine for bring
ing so much happiness to her. 

I was looking at one of her issues of South 
Carolina Wildlife and decided to write and 
thank you. Margaret B. McLaughlin 

Florence 

After a recent Lake Murray Bassmaster's 
Tournament, one of the boats failed to show 
up at the weigh-in. After a long, cold and wet 
search, the boat and men were found wet 
and cold, but safe. 

It's good to know that we still have people 
that care and the Lake Murray Bassmasters 
would like to say a special "thank you" to the 
following people for their efforts: 

Smokey Goodwin—Angler's South 
Henry Cumbie—South Carolina High

way Patrol 
J. B. Barker—South Carolina Wildlife 

Department 
Thomas Brown—South Carolina Law 

Enforcement Division 
South Carolina Wildlife Department 

Helicopter Lake Murray Bassmasters 

Ball Bad Idea 
In your otherwise excellent article on dog 

training, under the list of do's, you put: "Play 
with your puppy, toss him a rubber ball and 
use the same ball each session so he'll know 
it belongs to him." 

I can think of no better prescription for 
giving a dog a hard mouth than training him 
with a rubber ball. F. R. Buckley 

Camden 

'Ducks' Singled Out 

A friend of mine sent South Carolina Wildlife 
to me for Christmas and I certainly enjoyed 
the January-February issue. We both grew up 
hunting and fishing in High Point, North 
Carolina, and just in the past few years have 
become aware of this publication. It's the 
best and looking forward to the arrival of the 
next issue. I have it sent out to California 
where my wife and I are working. Thank you 
"Lowcountry" for such a fine wildlife maga
zine. (Especially enjoyed George Reiger's 
"Ducks of the Atlantic Flyway.") 

Tommy Adkins 
Azusa, California 

The article "Ducks of the Atlantic Flyway" 
in the January-February issue was well done 
and thank you for including my painting of 
black ducks. 

I enjoy reading your magazine, as it gives 
me a better understanding of habitat aspects 
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in your area. 
In my book, the painting of Bob Abbett's 

reproduced on the cover of the above men
tioned issue is an exceptionally fine piece of 
work. Harry Curieux Adamson 

Lafayette, California 

More Notes on 'Names' 

I enjoyed reading in the November-
December issue how South Carolina towns 
got their names. I was raised in Cottageville, 
four miles from Round O, and was glad to 
know how those Indians got that name. 

What I have always heard about Pocataligo 
is that an English settler found a terrapin 
closed up in its shell and could not get it to 
move. An Indian told him to "Poke e tail e 
go." 

Thought you would appreciate this 
version. A. L. DuRant 

Clemson 

Too Good to Miss 

On a fixed income and with the continua
tion of inflation, it seemed necessary for me 
to do without certain magazines. I thought 
South Carolina Wildlife was one that I would 
not miss. However, this morning I received 
the January-February issue and I realize that I 
do not want to do without it. 

Mrs. Lloyd W. Brown 
Beaufort 

Majority Spokesman 

Lifelong Affair 
I think that SouthCarolinaWildlife is one of 

the best magazines that I have ever sub
scribed to. It is much better than Wildlife in 

North Carolina. I have taken your magazine 
for eight years and have only lost one 
issue—January-February 1973. My uncle 
started me with you when I was six years old 
and I have loved it ever since. 

Bruce Lowie 
Castonia, North Carolina 

New Names Suggested 

I have been a subscriber to South Carolina 
Wildlife for five or six years. I am an avid 
outdoorsman; hunting and fishing are my 
most enjoyable hobbies. Reading about 
wildlife is also one of my hobbies. 

South Carolina Wildlife used to be one of 
my favorite wildlife publications. It seems 
that South Carolina Wildlife has changed a 
great deal in the last few issues. Now, South 
Carolina Wildlife is about half full of articles 
that have nothing to do with wildlife or the 
out-of-doors. 

The non-wildlife articles are interesting 
and pertain to many things in South Carolina, 
but don't belong in a wildlife magazine. I 
don't subscribe to South Carolina Wildlife to 
read about history or other non-out-of-doors 
things. 

Maybe the name should be changed? 
Robert Addy 

Saluda 

I suggest that you entitle South Carolina 
Wildlife magazine Wild Ideas. 

Bucky Bruce 
Columbia 

Comparisons 
I would like to constructively criticize what 

I consider to be a deterioration of the once 
best wildlife magazine I had ever read. 

Several years ago, about 1970, I got ac
quainted with your magazine through my 
son who lives in North Augusta. Then, and 
for several years, your publication was better 
as a sportsman's magazine than National 
Wildlife or any other similar publication that 
I've ever seen. 

In the recent years, you have drifted from 
the once beautiful and magnificent colored 
wildlife photos of scenery, animals, etc. and 
gone to artist's sketches, black and white 
photos and a trend away from the original all 
around sportsman's magazine that you once 
were. 

I know my feelings are not alone as I see 
letter after letter published in your magazine 
complaining about one thing or another. 
Look back in the early 1970s. All you will find 
are complimentary letters then. 

If your policy is to pursue the current 
trend, so be it, but I'm afraid your circulation 
will dwindle accordingly. 

Fred B. Swanson 
Akron, Alabama 

Your magazine is the dullest, most un
eventful magazine that I have ever sub
scribed to. Maybe not to someone who en
joys killing wildlife instead of preserving our 
natural resources. 

Maybe if you took a few lessons from Na
tional Wildlife, you would have a winner. 

We believe your advertisements are very 
deceiving. You should compete with Field & 
Stream, because that's the poor quality your 
company portrays. 

You are not educating anyone on the con
servation, protection or restoration of our 
wildlife. I'm embarrassed to be a part of your 
magazine. 

Danny and Karen Bair 
Mount Pleasant 

Epitome of Tripe 

Cancel our subscription to this hunting pub
lication. At one time, it was a pleasure to 
read, but Don Millus' "Viewpoint" is the 
epitome of opinionated tripe. 

Mr. and Mrs. William Hopkins 
Columbia 

A Mouthful Said 

This March-April issue has just got to be 
the finest (in every detail) ever. That's saying a 
mouthful since every issue is a winner. Keep 
up the good work and further enrich the 
lives of those like myself who no longer can 
"cut the mustard" afield on our own as we 
used to. 

After 80 years, most of it in the field, in the 
woods or floating, I now relive it all most 
raptly between the beautiful covers of South 
Carolina Wildlife. How lucky can one get? 

Thanks to you all. 
Huston Brown 
Tryon, North Carolina 

It is ironic that two readers whose letters 
are in the January-February issue object to 
South Carolina Wildlife for opposite reasons. 
Mr. Robert W. Still says it is no longer a hunt
ing and wildlife magazine, while Mr. Guy 
Jones says it has become simply a hunting 
and fishing magazine. A third letter, from Mr. 
Cliff Hinson, quotes a former subscriber who 
didn't renew because he felt the magazine 
was becoming an artist's book, while Mr. 
Hinson, an artist, takes the magazine be
cause of its beautiful art and photography. 

I'm glad to note that critics are in the 
minority, as the majority of writers share my 
enthusiasm for and enjoyment of your maga
zine. I wonder if the critics are aware that 
South Carolina Wildlife has been named best 
of its kind in North America for the past five 
years, which proves that not just South 
Carolinians appreciate it as a superior publi
cation. 

I wish to add my thanks for a magazine of 
such interest, diversity and beauty that every 
family member can enjoy it. 

Aline W. Crouch 
Edgefield 

Sprunt's Contribution 

Congratulations for the excellent article "A 
Golden Year of the Wren" by Eulalie Gibbs. 
However, I feel that notice should have been 
given of the contribution of Alec Sprunt's 
lobbying efforts during the 1948 session of 
the legislature. Alec worked closely with the 
Aiken ladies and the Garden Clubs of the 
state. I ate several lunches with him while he 
was in Columbia on behalf of making the 
wren our state bird. 

The painting of the wren on the front cover 
of the March-April issue of the magazine is 
outstanding. Joseph Byrne has caught the 
very essence of the nesting habit with his 
background. 

The back cover "Turkey Irridescence" by 
Art Carter is also very excellent. 

Thanks for the outstanding quality of the 
magazine. The choice of writers for the arti
cles and the fine artwork make it a superior 
publication in every respect. 

Gilbert Bristow 
Columbia 
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by Catherine Sams Drownproofing: 
A Safety Technique for Warm Water 
A calm head and five simple mo
tions may keep you from adding a 
number to South Carolina's annual 
drowning statistics. 

After declining three straight years, the 
death rate among South Carolinians from 
drowning is back on the rise. 

Drownings accounted for 133 deaths in 
1976, 125 in 1977 and 98 in 1978. The figure 
rose to 116 last year. 

But the American Red Cross says more 
than half the drowning deaths could have 
been avoided if more people knew a five-
step technique known as "drownproofing." 

Drownproofing, a method which enables 
a person to stay in warm water for long 
periods of time without tiring, was originated 
during World War II as a survival procedure 
for downed pilots. It takes advantage of 
the natural buoyancy that occurs when the 
lungs are filled with air. 

"This technique starts out in the basic jel
lyfish float, face-down, with arms and legs 
dangling, " said Margaret Parker, Red Cross 
Safety Services Director. 

Step One— In the resting or face-down 
float position, only the back of the head and 
neck is above water. The eyes should be kept 
open to avoid disorientation. 

Step Two— Slowly raise the arms to 
shoulder height and let the legs drop down, 
keeping the face in water and the back of the 
head above. 

"If you start to sink, gently do a scissor kick 
or press your arms downward," Miss Parker 
said. All movements should be slow and gen
tle to avoid excessive heat or energy loss. 

Step Three— Exhaling. With the back 
of the head still at the surface, exhale 
through the mouth and nose while slowly 
raising the head. As soon as the head is verti
cal, press the arms downward with the legs 
together. 

"You'll rise just enough to get your nose 
and mouth out of the water, but not your 
chin," she said. 

Step Four— Inhale deeply. 
Step Five— Return to the resting posi

tion, holding your breath. Repeat as often as 
necessary until help arrives. 

Sportsman's 
Corner 
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Drownproofing can be combined with a 
travel stroke if help is not available, she said. 
"After taking a breath, reach forward with 
your arms and give a slight kick to move into 
the horizontal position, then scull back with 
the arms to glide forward. Return to the orig
inal floating position to rest before taking 
another stroke." 

The travel stroke, which enables a person 
to swim a long distance without tiring, is 
preferable to the three basic swimming tech
niques of treading water, back floating and 
the crawl stroke. 
"Treading water is tiring and as soon as you 

stop you sink," she said. "The problem with 
the back float is that not everyone can do it. 
Some people panic because they don't feel 
any support under them." 

The crawl stroke takes the most effort 
and swimming ability, she said, and may 
cause a person to tire or panic. 

Parker said drownproofing can be 
mastered in a four-hour course taught by all 
local Red Cross chapters. The textbook for 
the course, titled "Basic Rescue and Water 
Safety," can be obtained for 50 cents plus 
return postage from local Red Cross chap
ters. 

But, she cautions, the method does have 
its limits. 

"Drownproofing is only useful in warm 
water," she said. "The colder the water, the 
shorter the amount of time you can stay in it 
without losing consciousness. We always 
recommend wearing a Coast Guard ap
proved personal flotation device around 
water, but it's even more important to do so 
around cold water." 

A calm head is as necessary for those trying 
to help a potential drowner as for the person 
in the water, she said. Jumping in to save him 
should only be a last resort. 

"Try to reach him with your hand or 
a stick. Throw anything that will float, like a 
cooler. One way to create a makeshift buoy 
that you can take with you whenever you go 
near water is to take an empty plastic gallon 
bleach or milk bottle, fill it about one-fourth 
full and tie a sturdy rope on the end. Jumping 
in to rescue him should only be attempted by 
someone who has completed the advanced 
lifesaving course." 

Parker also warned that the "I don't 
have to worry because I never go in the 
water" attitude can be disastrous because 
over half of all drowning victims never had 
any intention of going into the water. 

Catherine Sams is news director at Anderson 
College and a free-lance writer. 
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Biologists Bottle-feeding 

21 FAWNS NEED CONSTANT CARE 

Melvin Tobin (left) and Joe Hamilton find that The two game biologists discourage the un
caring for 21 fawns is a 24-hour-a-day job. trained public from taking fawns as pets. 

Bottle feeding as many as 21 
deer fawns at a time can get to be 
quite an involved process. Joe 
Hamilton and Melvin Tobin, two 
state wildlife biologists, discov
ered this last spring when they 
raised 21 fawns for a research 
project being conducted at the 
Dennis Wildlife Center at Bon-
neau. 

Each fawn required four to five 
bottle feedings a day, and those 
were 24-hour days. At the peak 
of the feeding frenzy, the two 
biologists were providing some 
80 bottles day and night to their 
charges. A fawn requires about 
85 days of bottle feeding before 
weaning. 

The state wildlife depart
ment's deer research effort has 
been conducted by Gerald 
Moore for about a decade. 

The fawns raised last season 
are nearly yearlings now, but a 
new crop of fawns will be 
dropped. This will put the 
biologists back into the bottle-
feeding business for another 
season. "We anticipate having at 
least 15 doe fawns this season," 
said Tobin. "We have all the 
bucks we need." 

All fawns in the study will 
grow to full size, mate and pro
duce their own fawns, all the 
while being closely observed by 
the two biologists. 

During the long-term 
comprehensive-study, the 
biologists hope to learn more 
about the white-tailed deer's 
rate of growth and maturity, re
productive biology and ge
netics, among other interests. 

Most of the fawns have been 
provided by professionals, such 
as foresters and other wildlife 
personnel, who know the status 
of the fawn at the time of its cap
ture. 

"Does spend very little time 
with their fawns," Hamilton said, 
"and anyone finding one should 
realize they're probably not 
abandoned." 

Commonly a fawn is taken 

from the woods by a well-
meaning person who thinks the 
animal must have been aban
doned by its mother or that its 
mother is dead. 

Actually, the small animal in
stinctively stays put. Fawns have 
very little scent, blend in with 
the background, and lie per
fectly still, all of which helps pro
tect them from predators. 

That cute, cuddly fellow taken 
home as a pet will grow up to be 
a handful of adult problems. 
Buck deer can actually be 
dangerous, especially during the 
rutting season. 

"There's a lot of care required 
to raise a fawn other than just 
sticking a bottle in its mouth, 
Hamilton says. Once in captivity, 
a fawn is susceptible to many 
ailments that can lead to expen
sive veterinary treatment. Fawns 
also require a careful dosage o 

vitamins, preventive medica
tions and foods as they grow to 
maturity. Fawns are fed a 
formula of diluted evaporated 
milk and some vegetation when 
they will accept it. 

"Once an animal is raised, 
you've conditioned it to a cap
tive life," Hamilton advised. 
"You wouldn't want to release a 
hand-raised deer into the wild. 
Most people just don't have the 
know-how to raise a deer fawn." 

Even the biologists are in con
stant touch with a veterinarian 
while the fawns are on the bot
tle. 

Hamilton said he is not en
couraging citizens to bring 
fawns to him and Tobin. Rather, 
he is encouraging the public to 
leave the fawns alone and avoid 
molesting them. However, if 
someone already has a fawn, 
they should call the Dennis 
Center at 825-3387. 



With nearly a half million acres 
of coastal marsh and barrier is
lands contained within a 250-
mile coastline, South Carolina's 
coastal region is a prominent 
part of the state both geo
graphically and economically. 

Governor Richard W. Riley re
cently joined other states in the 
celebration of 1980 as The Year of 
the Coast. 

Americans are caretakers of 
over 100,000 miles of beaches, 
bays, estuaries, barrier islands 
and wetlands, including 
fisheries and wildlife habitat, 
that have in recent times been 
degraded by thermal, chemical 
and municipal pollution, poorly 
planned development, adverse 
impacts of offshore oil de
velopment, dredging, filling, 
erosion and much more. 

Commercial fishermen, va
cationers, retirees, industrialists 
and developers make com
peting claims on this limited re
source. Although each single-
purpose use may seem justifi
able on its own, the overall de
velopment restricts public ac
cess. Dredging and filling often 
downgrade commercial and rec-
reational fishing grounds. 
Offshore drilling operations 
have similar effects and may also 
limit freedom of navigation. 

It is common along our coast 
to see oil-stained tide pools, 
lowered shorebird populations, 
shellfish beds in quarantine, 
closed beaches and urban 
waterfronts in decay. In addi
tion, despite their high ecologi
cal and economic value, more 
than 40 percent of our wetlands 
have been destroyed and con
tinue to be lost at a rate of 
300,000 acres per year. 

The recreational and indus
trial demands on our coast will 
be costly. More than 260,000 
Americans are commercial 
fishermen. In 1978 they landed a 
record six billion pounds of sea

food, with a retail value of $5 
billion. The closing of the Hud
son River estuary due to PCB 
contamination resulted in a 
sport fishing revenue loss of an 
estimated $25 million per year. 

Proposed beach restoration 
and maintenance projects simi
lar to the U.S. Army Corps of 
Engineer's unsuccessful efforts 
on Cape Hatteras would cost an 
estimated $2 billion, with annual 
maintenance costs of $73million. 

In South Carolina, the total 
value of the 1976 fishing catch 
was well over $14 million, while 
visitor expenditures in the coas
tal area were close to $1 billion in 
1977. Clearly, adverse impacts on 
the coastal environment will 
have an adverse impact on the 
state's economy as well. 

The purpose of the Year of the 
Coast campaign is to educate as 
many people as possible about 
the importance of protecting, 
conserving and restoring the 
coast. Annual activities, such as 
the Blessing of the Fleet and sea
food festivals, will be used as 
vehicles to bring public atten
tion to our coastal resources. 
Some ideas for activities are spe
cial library or museum exhibits, 
workshops, clean-ups, tours, 
television specials, sail-ins, festi
vals, protection of threatened or 
unique areas, educational pro
grams, beach walks, poster con
tests, film and slide presenta
tions and symposia. 

Some of the organizations al
ready involved in Year of the 
Coast at the national level in
clude the American Littoral So
ciety, the United Auto Workers, 
the Sport Fishing Institute, the 
Sierra Club and the Wildlife 
Management Institute. 

"We hope to involve a similar 
range of interests in Year of the 
Coast activities in South 
Carolina," said Dr. H. Wayne 
Beam, executive director of the 
SouthCarolinaCoastalCouncil 

Shorebirds, such as the great blue heron, are witnessing the 
destruction of 300,000 acres of their marsh habitat each year. A 
favorite souvenir of our beach is the sand dollar, even more 
beautiful when left beside the ocean. Carolina beaches are usu
ally crowded, but the surf fisherman can still enjoy the solitude of 
dawn. 
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State Initiates Campaign 
To Improve Hunter's Image 

A project to improve the 
South Carolina outdoorsman's 
image with landowners, non-
hunters, non-fishermen and the 
public has been launched by the 
state wildlife department's In
formation and Public Affairs Di
vision. 

Project RESPECT is a long-term 
public relations campaign which 
will be aimed at the unethical 
outdoorsman. 

"We're not just aiming at the 
hunter, which is a major concern 
of ours," Prescott Baines, divi
sion director, said. "We're aim
ing at anyone who uses the out
doors. The original target had 
been the so-called slob hunter, 
but the fact is, the hunting 
fraternity is not the only group 
using the outdoors and not the 
only group messing it up." 

There is no question that the 
hunter has an image problem 
with the public at large, Baines 
added. The slob hunter has be
come the typical hunter in many 
people's eyes. But the hunter is 
not the only slob in the woods. 

Boaters, fishermen and cam
pers create much litter and hun
ters are not the only ones who 
trespass on private property. 

Baines said he hoped the cam
paign would encourage the 
ethical members of outdoor 
groups to clean up their own 
ranks through peer pressure. 

RESPECT is patterned after an 
on-going Virginia campaign. 
South Carolina's project also in
cludes elements of a Missouri 
campaign called SPORTSMAN. 

RESPECT stands for Responsi
ble Educated Sportsmen Prom
oting Ethical Conduct Together. 

All outdoor users will be ad
dressed by the campaign, but 
the hunter will be the emphasis. 
"Hunters have a big problem," 
Baines observed. "Their image 
with the non-hunting public, 
particularly with youngsters, isat 
an ebb." 

Both hunters and anti-hunters 
are minorities, and neither will 
decide whether our children will 
hunt, Baines said. "It will be de
cided by the majority of the 
American public, and they don't 
hunt." 

Baines said also that he hoped 
to enlist the cooperation and as
sistance of private wildlife con
servation groups in the state, 
such as the South Carolina 
Wildlife Federation. 

4 
f & 
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STATE'S PINOPOLIS HATCHERY TO STOCK 
MILLIONS OF STRIPERS,HYBRIDS IN LAKES 

When a female bass is ready to ovulate, Jack veloper of the hybrid bass, Bayless has worked 
Bayless (right) and a helper strip her of eggs. De- with the breeding process for almost 20 years. 

In April the state's Pinopolis 
fish hatchery will begin its 15th 
year of pioneer work in the cul
ture of striped and hybrid 
basses. 

Once underway the hatchery 
operation will run for five or six 
weeks, night and day, seven 
days a week. There will be little 
time for anything else while the 
hatchery is operating, a wildlife 
department spokesman said re
cently. 

This season, hatchery person
nel plan to produce between 50 
million and 60 million juvenile 
fish for stocking into Lake Mur
ray and Greenwood in the state's 
Midlands Region. The hybrids 
will go to Hartwell and Clark Hill 
Reservoirs in the Piedmont. 

All four lakes are providing 
excellent fisheries for stripers 
and hybrids in the respective 
lakes where each fish has been 
established. The fish are avail
able on a put-grow-take basis; 
that is, the wildlife department 
puts them in, they grow, and 
fishermen take them out, some
times as trophies. 

South Carolina has been a 
pioneer in striped bass culture 
and the center of this activity has 
been the Pinopolis hatchery on 
the bank of the Tailrace Canal 
just below the Pinopolis Dam 
which backs up Lake Moultrie of 
the Santee-Cooper complex. 

While the bulk of the fish pro
duced at the hatchery will be 
stocked into state waters later in 
the summer, some will be ship
ped to federal and state hatch
eries in other states. Twenty-five 
percent of the fry sent out, how
ever, will be returned to South 
Carolina as fingerlings, a large, 
more mature juvenile fish. 

Some of the fry will be 

An index of South Carolina 
Wildlife magazine for 1978 and 
1979 is now available free to sub
scribers. The index is a supple
ment to an index prepared two 
years ago for the years 1971 

stocked this season, but most 
will be reared to the larger 
fingerling size, which has a 
greater survival potential once 
released. A larger percentage of 
the fingerlings released will sur
vive to become fish of a catch-
able size. 

Fingerlings are produced at 
the wildlife department's Dennis 
Wildlife Center near the hatch
ery at Bonneau, at the Styx 
hatchery near Columbia and the 
Heath Springs hatchery in Lan
caster County. 

Techniques to spawn and fer
tilize striped bass eggs artificially 
were developed at the state facil
ity. Jack Bayless, a wildlife de-

th rough 1977. 
An alphabetical listing of au

thors and subjects is included in 
the index. For a free copy, write: 
Magazine Index, P. O. Box 167, 
Columbia, S.C., 29202. 

partment fisheries biologist, has 
been working with the process 
since the early sixties. Bayless is 
credited with the development 
of the hybrid bass, a cross be
tween the white and striped 
basses. 

To stay on schedule, the 
hatchery process requires tim
ing and round-the-clock super
vision. It involves capturing and 
stripping the female brood fish 
female, milking the male, fer
tilizing the eggs and careful nur
turing of the eggs until they are 
ready for release into the rearing 
ponds. 

After the brood fish are cap
tured from the Tailrace Canal 
and put in a tank, Bayless injects 
them with a hormone that stimu
lates ovulation. This is now a 
widely used technique de
veloped originally at the South 
Carolina facility. 

Brood females are periodically 
checked to determine when 
they will be ready to ovulate. 
Once this time arrives, the eggs 
are stripped and immediately 
fertilized. 

Fertilized eggs are placed in 
large special jars with continu
ous running water. The live fer
tilized eggs remain in motion at 
the bottom of the jar while the 
dead or unfertilized eggs float to 
the top where they are emptied 
into an aquarium. In about 48 
hours, depending on the water 
temperature, the eggs hatch, 
producing fry which continue to 
feed from their yolk sacks. In 
four days these larvae are fed 
brine shrimp, and on the fifth 
day they are transferred to larger 
tanks at the nearby Dennis 
Center facility. 

From the special tanks located 
in the center's fish house, the fry 
are transferred to the facility's 
open ponds that have been pre
pared to provide microscopic 
food for the juvenile fish. After 
about 30 days, the juveniles are 
about an inch long and ready to 
be either released into lakes or 
raised to the larger fingerling 
size. 

Bayless gets two crops a year 
from the hatchery. 

Index Free to Subscribers 
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Tina White and John Weaver, entomology stu- is the same pitch made by the wingbeats of a tiny 
dents, set the Cerura borealis caterpillar dancing wasp as it approaches the caterpillar looking for a 
at a pitch from E- to F-sharp above middle C. This soft body in which to lay its eggs. 

Caterpillar Dances to Wingbeats, 
Clemson Students Discover 

A certain musical note will 
make a caterpillar dance, two 
Clemson University students 
have found. 

Tina White and John Weaver, 
both Ph.D. candidates in en
tomology at Clemson, have 
found a caterpillar species, Cer
ura borealis, that wiggles in 
dance in response to a specific 
musical note. 

The insect's dance seems to 
be part of a sophisticated natural 
defense mechanism, the scien
tists reported recently, and the 
finding could lead to new 
methods of pest control. 

Walking in the woods one day 
last September, the two students 
were working off exam tensions 
and looking around idly for 

caterpillars to add to Clemson's 
20,000-specimen juvenile insect 
collection. John spotted the un
usual Cerura larva munching on 
the leaves of a black cherry tree. 

"Not very many caterpillars 
have long tentacles on the tail 
like this one," Tina says. "So we 
brought him back to my apart
ment and put him on the coffee 
table to play with for awhile." 

Noise seemed to bother the 
bug. Every now and then he d 
twist his head around to the side 
and flick his long tentacles up 
and over his back in a dancelike 
motion. 

Intrigued, they sought the 
help of John Cilreath in the 
Clemson physics department. 
Using a variable frequence 

generator attached to an oscil
loscope, they ran through every 
sound frequency from 0 to 1,000 
Hertz to see if the caterpillar 
reacted. They repeated the 
process 60 times using eight 
specimens. 

Each time the insects went 
into their "dance" at frequencies 
between 336 and 360 Hertz, 
which is roughly from E- to 
F-sharp above middle C. They 
also responded, though less 
vigorously, to pitches close to 
the F below middle C. 

Why that specific frequency 
set them off was still a mystery, 
though. Then Tina and John, 
strictly by accident, discovered a 
clue. Some of their specimens 
had been parasitized by tiny 

wasps, which lay eggs inside the 
caterpillar and eat their way out. 

"It turns out the wasp, as it flies 
toward the caterpillar, sets up a 
hum with its wingbeats that's 
very close to the F-pitch," Tina 
says. So the dance is apparently 
a defensive response to the 
wasp, but what's so intimidating 
about shaking a leg? 

The young scientists thought 
they'd have the key if they 
learned the function of the two 
filaments that eject from the 
caterpillar's tentacles every time 
he dances. 

Luckily, the shock of prepar
ing the caterpillar for photo
graphing under the scanning 
electron miscroscope caused 
him to evert these mysterious 
flagella. The photos reveal 
thousands of never-before-seen, 
convoluted, cone-shaped pro
jections. Similar structures on 
the corn earworm are known to 
act as chemical storage and ejec
tion sites. 

So, in another bit of cross-
campus detective work, Tina 
and John got the chemistry de
partment at Clemson to analyze 
the filaments. They found con
centrations of formic acid, the 
same stuff that puts the sting 
into fire ant stings. 

Tina explains: "When that tail 
flicks forward, they probably 
surround themselves with a 
cloud of formic acid. That and 
the tail swishing are designed 
to discourage the predator." 

Although it's strongly sup
ported by circumstantial evi
dence, the formic acid theory is 
still conjecture at this point. Tina 
and John won't be able to mea
sure what, if anything, the cater
pillar is really giving off until next 
September, when the insects are 
once again in the larval stage. 

The two scientists have been 
quick to realize the long-range 
implications of the research. 
Now more than ever, scientists 
are searching for ways to break 
down insects' natural defenses 
and control pests with fewer 
chemical insecticides. 

If any economically important 
pest species are similarly sensi
tive to specific pitches, noise 
machines set up in fields might 
disorient them enough to make 
them quit eating—or make 
them more susceptible to 
parasites or pesticides.— 
MARGARET PRIDGEN, Clemson 
University. *• 
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BOBCATS TRACKED 
When a team of Clemson re

searchers began studying the 
bobcat over a year ago, they 
thought the animal's hunting ter
ritory would average over a 
square mile. They were in for a 
surprise. 

The study was done on the 
Savannah River Plant preserve. 
Using radio transmitter collars 
on three males and three fe
males, they were able to track 
the daily distance traveled by the 
bobcats. They learned that a 
male's range is about eight 
square miles and a female's four. 

Tim Fendley, a biologist who 
conducts wildlife research for 
Clemson's South Carolina Exper
iment Station, says what his 
team learned is typical of the ad
vanced information biologists 
are gaining through the use of 
tracking devices. 

Some people criticize these 
methods of study, saying they 
amount to harassment of ani
mals, particularly when applied 
to endangered species. Fendley 
agrees that disturbing the life ac
tivities of any species, particu

larly an endangered one, is inde
fensible. 

But, he says, techniques used 
by responsible researchers do 
not bother the animals. Trans
mitters are usually attached 
while an animal or bird is tem
porarily tranquilized, and they 
are geared to the creature's size. 

"The rule of thumb is that no 
device should exceed six per
cent of a mammal's body weight 
or four percent of a bird's," 
Fendley says. Average weight for 
a bobcat is about 17 pounds, and 
the plastic collars used by the 
Clemson team weigh about six 
ounces. 

Close observations have 
never caused researchers to be
lieve that the tracking devices 
have in any way harmed the 
animals tracked. 

"We think our bobcats proba
bly scratched at the collars for 
awhile but gradually became ac
customed to them. We make 
sure they aren't too tight, but 
they are also not so loose that a 
foot or limb could get hung up in 
them," Fendley says. 

FISH RECORDS 
WITHIN GRASP 

Some are lucky, some skillful; 
some do it with very little in
vestment, others spend a lot. 

You don't have to be a high-
powered fisherman to catch a 
record fish. More than one state 
record has been landed with 
rather modest means. Willie 
Singletary of Lake City caught 
the world record warmouth sun-
fish with a chinaberry limb. 

There are some records on the 
books that can be beaten, some 
easily. There are some slots on 
the books with no entry at all. 

There are no entries, to date, 
for the punkinseed nor Ameri
can shad nor the redfin pickerel. 
Bigger catfish than the record 
flathead and blue catfish have 
actually been seen, but never 
caught with a rod and reel. 

But the real record to beat is 
that of the largemouth bass 
which has stood since 1949 at 16 
pounds, 2 ounces. Some have 
come close, but the old mark set 
by Paul Flanagan still stands, ap
parently as strong as ever. 

A fisherman interested in set
ting himself a record has a good 
chance if he knows what he's af
ter. Then there is the Carolina 
Slam program that recognizes 
the angler who can catch several 
species of large fish, though 
short of record size. 

For information about the 
records program, write: Fresh
water Records or Carolina Slam, 
RO.Box 167,Columbia, South 
Carolina, 29202; Saltwater Re
cords, P.O. Box 12559, Charles
ton, South Carolina, 29412. 

Graduate student David Buie 
was responsible for most of the 
field study and saw his study 
animals only 12 times in the year 
of observation. Even then he 
was unable to discern age and 
sex of the animals. 

"On the other hand," says 
Fendley, "by receiving signals 
from the six animals we collared, 
we learned how their behavior 
differed by sex, age and the time 
of day and night." 

Fendley says the study re
vealed that changes in the 
Savannah River Plant area over 
the past few decades have 
changed the way the cats live. 

"Bobcats like a low-growing 
cover that will support the small 
mammals they feed on—like 
rats. After the Depression, there 

were many abandoned farms in 
this area that furnished that kind 
of habitat. 

"Now, though, those farms 
are forests. The shade prohibits 
a lot of undergrowth, and the 
bobcats have had to increase 
their hunting ranges con
siderably. Populations, of 
course, are lower." 

The biologists have learned 
about the kind of habitat the 
bobcats need, and national re
serves may be able to help fur
nish that type of environment so 
that the species won't die out. 

"We feel that, using the radio 
transmitters in our research, 
we've assembled in 12 months 
what it would have taken us 
many years to learn about these 
animals," says Fendley. ** 

The area a male bobcat sees as his daily stomping ground can be 
as large as eight square miles, while the female restricts herself 
to four. Clemson researchers had expected to find a much 
smaller range and hypothesize that the range has increased 
along with the decrease in areas of low-growing cover, which the 
cats prefer. 
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The odds of an individual being struck by lightning are slim, but 
he or she can make them even less by staying inside a house. 

TAKE STEPS AND 
AVOID LIGHTNING 

The earth is bombarded by 
360,000 lightning bolts every 
hour—or 8.5 million bolts per 
day— but the chances of an in
dividual being struck by light
ning are small. 

Each year 120 to 125 Americans 
are killed by lightning, however, 
so it is wise to take the following 
steps during a thunderstorm: 

—Get inside a house, a large 
building, an all-metal vehicle or 
truck cab, but not a convertible 
or an open truck bed. Do not 
take shelter in a small, isolated 
shed or any other small structure 
in an open area. Inside a house, 
avoid using the telephone. 

If you're caught outdoors with 
no chance to reach shelter: 

—Don't stand under a tall, iso
lated tree in an open area. 

—Don't let yourself project 
above the surrounding land
scape, as you'd do on a hilltop, 
in an open field, on the beach or 
in a small boat. 

—Get out of and away from 
water. 

—Get away from motorcycles, 

golf carts and bicycles. 
—Stay away from wire fences, 

railroad tracks, metal pipes and 
other metallic paths that can 
conduct lightning. 

—In a forest, find shelter in a 
low area under a thick growth of 
trees. 

—In the open, go to a low 
valley or ravine, but be on the 
lookout for flash flooding. 

—If you feel your hair stand 
on end, drop your knees and 
bend forward. 

If you're with someone who is 
struck by lightning: 

Give the victim immediate 
mouth-to-mouth resuscitation 
and heart massage. 

—If a group is hit, treat any 
apparently "dead" victims first. 
Anyone who's conscious but 
breathing will probably recover 
spontaneously. 

—Victims who seem stunned 
but otherwise unhurt should see 
a doctor as soon as possible. The 
physical effects of a lightning 
strike aren't always obvious. 
—NationalWildlife Federation ** 

Boxes Encourage 
Bluebird Number 

The Terrace Garden Club of 
North Augusta won five 
awards—four state and one 
national—for a six-year study of 
the bluebird. 

The club built a bluebird trail 
to determine the density of the 
bluebird population and to see 
if increased suitable nesting 
sites would raise the number 
of bluebirds in the area. 

In the spring of 1974, 15 
bluebird nest boxes were 
erected along a rural road near 
North Augusta. Each box was at
tached no higher than five feet 
above the ground to a steel post. 
This height discouraged house 
sparrows from using the boxes. 
Trees and fence posts are not 
used, as they are easily climbed 
by predators. Mites were 

avoided by dusting the boxes 
with sulphur early each spring. 

Placed no closer than 400 feet, 
boxes were numbered and rec
ords were kept on the activity in 
each box. The boxes were moni 
tored each week from March 1 
through August. 

The data indicates that the 
bluebird can be brought back to 
its once numerous population 
by the efforts of interested citi
zens. The club intends to keep 
the bluebird flying over North 
Augusta. 

Editor's Note: Instructions for 
building and erecting bluebird 
nesting boxes are available by 
writing South Carolina Wildlife. 
Write Bluebirds, R O. Box 167, 
Columbia, South Carolina, 
29202. 

The eastern bluebird is an asset to the farmer and the gardener. 

RESULTS OF THE SIX-YEAR STUDY 

1974 1975 1976 1977 1978 1979 
Boxes Placed 15 17 17 15 14 14 
Eggs Laid 98 132 143 57 111 133 
Eggs Hatched 79 103 124 53 95 113 
Young Fledged 76 102 119 51 89 112 
Six-Year Total Eggs Laid — 674 

Eggs Hatched 
Young Fledged 

567 
549 
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Archaeologists Need 
Help from Amateurs 

"You have to work with the 
public if you're going to know 
what is in South Carolina," says 
Dr. Albert C. Goodyear of the 
University of South Carolina's 
Institute of Archaeology and An
thropology. 

Goodyear noted that the find
ings of amateur archaeologists 
and private citizens hold plenty 
of research value to the institute. 
One of the state's most signifi
cant archaeological discoveries, 
the Brown's Ferry vessel, was 
found by an amateur sport diver. 

Goodyear provides free pub
lic consultation on the origins 
and uses of artifacts. To assist the 
public in a cooperative role with 
the institute and to help make 
amateur archaeologists aware of 
important techniques, the insti
tute helped form the 250-
member Archaeological Society 
of South Carolina, a public asso
ciation of professional and av-
ocational archaeologists. 

The society holds regular 
meetings with speakers, films 
and displays, publishes a 
monthly newsletter and other 
periodicals, and co-sponsors 
with the institute the annual 
spring conference on South 
Carolina archaeology with for
mal papers presented on the 
latest research in the state. 

Acknowledging that there can 
be a destructive element to ar
chaeology when amateurs exca
vate a site without professional 
help, the society recently spon
sored a field school in which par
ticipants were taught how to ex
cavate, wash and catalog finds. 

Such projects can lead to 
some important articles and give 
the nonprofessional a chance to 
participate, Goodyear says. 

The institute is also cooperat
ing in the study of amateurs' col
lections of artifacts in an effort to 
determine what they have un
covered and its significance. 

Under grant from the state 
Department of Archives and His
tory, amateur archaeologist 
Tommy Charles of Union is visit-

70 

ing with amateurs to catalog and 
evaluate their collections. 

"The archaeological potential 
of collections contained in cigar 
boxes and old trunks needs to 
be tapped," says Goodyear, ad
ding that Charles' survey of pri
vate collections is providing 
knowledge about variations in 
Indian technology heretofore 
unknown. 

"We have to rely on some of 
the older collectors to tell us 
what we're missing in the evolu
tion of artifacts," says Goodyear. 
"We're seeing some early tools 
of man that we didn't have be
fore." 

Data garnered from the collec
tions will be used as background 
and a starting point for other in
stitute studies. 

"The study will give us a han
dle on what is where around the 
state and will help amateurs 
know how to handle what they 
find." 

Individuals who would like to 
share their archaeological find
ings with the institute should 
contact Goodyear at 777-8170. ^ 

Arrowheads and other finds of amateur archaeologists are some
times more significant than they realize. The Institute of Ar
chaeology offers professional assistance in excavating and label
ing artifacts. 

ANIMALS SMUGGLED 
Sales of illegally imported 

wildlife in the United States now 
run into tens of millions of dol
lars a year, earning profit mar
gins comparable to those in the 
drug trade for the international 
network of smugglers. 

Even greater in volume is il
legal trade in products made 
from wildlife, such as ocelot fur 
jackets and crocodile shoes, ac
cording to the National Wildlife 
Federation. 

Much of this traffic involves 
protected wildlife, including 
many species whose existence is 
threatened or endangered, fed
eration spokesmen said. "The 
rarer the creature, the higher the 
price. And the higher the poten
tial profit, the greater the incen
tive to smuggle." 

As examples of rare and valu
able wildlife often smuggled 
into the states, the federation 
cites the unusual hyacinthine 
macows from the jungles of 
southern Brazil, which bring as 
much as $8,000 apiece. Two 
years ago a shipment of 375 In
donesian cockatoos was valued 
at $750,000. The Indonesian coc
katoo has been designated a 
"threatened" species. 

"There is a seemingly insati
able appetite in Europe, the 
United States and japan for exo
tic wildlife, and the market is 
supplied by an international 
network of poachers, middle
men, brokers and dealers," fed
eration spokesmen said. "The 
mark-ups are staggering and the 
risks, at least in the past, have 

been low." 
Most illegal wildlife comes 

from the jungles and tropical 
rainforests of Asia, South 
America and Africa. For im
poverished natives, collecting 
mammals, birds and reptiles is a 
source of income. Dealers in 
Bangkok, Thailand; Barran-
quilla, Colombia; Asuncion, 
Paraguay, and certain other cities 
buy up the harvest for a fraction 
of the final retail price, and they, 
in turn, supply dealers and bro
kers in Europe, the United States 
and Japan. 

Younger animals are crammed 
into small crates and die in 
transit. Endangered radiated tor
toises from Madagascar were 
found under the false bottom of 
a crate containing poisonous 



snakes. Rare Australian parrots 
were concealed in a shipment of 
rare horses. Parrots were found 
stuffed in nylon stockings and 
stashed in automobile door 
panels. 

The NWF estimates that up to 
10 animals may perish for every 
one that reaches its destination 
alive. 

Most often, illicit wildlife and 
their products come into the 
Unites States shielded by false or 
misleading documents, and this 
is what makes the illegal trade so 
difficult to control. According to 
Clark Bavin, Chief of the United 
States Fish and Wildlife Service's 
Law Enforcement Division, it's 
nearly impossible to stem the 
flow of illegal imports with just 
210 agents and 35 inspectors at 
work. "We suspect that there's a 
large volume of illegal traffic that 
we're nowhere near approach
ing," Bavin said. 

According to Nat iona l  
Wildlife, magazine of the Na
tional Wildlife Federation, 
penalties for animal smugglers 
have been little more than hand 
slaps. There were 584 convic
tions for such crimes in 1977, all 
of which were classified as mis
demeanors, with fines totalling 
just $31,117. Jail sentences total
led only 2,015 days. 

Kenneth Berlin, who manages 
t h e  J u s t i c e  D e p a r t m e n t ' s  
Wildlife Enforcement Program, 
said that in the future attorneys 
will be pressing for tougher sen
tences for wildlife smugglers. 
And the Fish and Wildlife Service 
is preparing new regulations re
quiring all wildlife importers and 
exporters to get federal licenses; 
a conviction for illegal trade 
could cause a license revocation 
and put the dealer out of busi
ness. 

In August President Carter 
announced that he would sub
m i t  t o  C o n g r e s s  a  b i l l  
strengthening the federal gov
ernment's power to control il
l e g a l  s m u g g l i n g  o f  w i l d l i f e  
products. In addition, Carter 
announced the establishment of 
a Department of Justice strike 
force to crack down on violators, 
especially those trading in pro
tected wildlife species. 

With the risks of convictions 
and punishment becoming 
much greater, officials hope il
licit wildlife trade will cease to be 
such a lucrative international 
crime. 

WE'VE GOT 
AGUIDE 
FORYOUR 
VACATION. 
In fact we've got three guides. 

The editors of SOUTH CAROLINA 
WILDLIFE have chosen these 
Golden Field Identification Guides 
as the best available today. And just 
in time for your vacation! 
With this three volume set you can 
easily learn to identify species of 
North American birds, trees and 
seashells. Great for professionals 
and amateurs, the guides are both 
educational and entertaining. 

Accurate illustrations show the 
colors and shapes of different 
species. And handy maps provide 
a general picture of where a species 
may be found. The descriptive text 
is on pages facing the illustrations. 
So you don't have to scan through 
the book to match art and text. 

Use the order form on the opposite 
page and order yours today! 

All three for only $14.85 plus South 
Carolina sales tax. 

$14 85 three Golden Field Guides 
-E56 state sales tax. 

$15.41 total (shipping included) 
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SPECIAL DEAL 
ON BINDERS! 

These handsome leather-like 
binders will brighten any book
shelf. Each binder holds one year 
of South Carolina Wildlife maga
zine with easy-to-insert metal rods. 

Right now, if you buy two bind
ers, the second is half price — you 
won't find a less expensive way to 
protect the best conservation mag
azine in the nation. 

So don't delay. Use the con
venient order form below. 

YOUR SPECIAL ORDER FORM j 
Please send me: 1980-81 Wildlife Calendars at $6.95 each. 

Please send your complete name and address. Do not send a 
check by itself. Use a separate sheet of paper if necessary. 
Calendars will be shipped in August to one address only. 

Please send me: Copies of A CAROLINA PROFILE at $15.00 each. 

Please send me: Binders (First binder is $6.00, the second is $3.00) 

Please send me: Three-volume sets of Golden Field Guides for trees, birds and 
seashells at $15.41 per set. This includes taxes, handling and 
postage. 

Please send me: New "Wildlife Between the Covers" T-shirts at $6.95 each or 
two at $13.00. Three (special discount) at $17.95 and four or 
more at $6.00 each. Please state 1st and 2nd color choice. 

Color S M L XL 

Navy 

Lt. Blue 

Orange 

Red 

Tan 

Name 

Address 

City*State*Zip. 
Please print or type 

• Payment Enclosed 

• Master Charge# DVISA#. 

Make checks payable to South Carolina Wildlife. 
Allow 6 weeks for delivery. 
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He'll take you places 
even four wheel drives 

can't reach. 
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ANEW 
T-SHIRT 
FOR TOM 

Just in time for spring, our new "Wildlife 
Between the Covers" T-shirt will be cool and 
comfortable on the court or snuggly to sleep 
in. 

You'll be sharp, sporty and unique. And your 
body will love the 100 percent domestic cotton 
feel. Choose from navy, light blue, red, orange 
and tan. Please state size: S, M, L, XL and give 
first and second color choice. 

Don't wish you had one when the bees start 
to bumble. An order form is on the opposite page. 
Send $6.95 today, and you'll be ready for 
spring. 




